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Over the Hills and Far Away 


Rays of the morning sun managed to peep in through the curtains, lit the room in a dim glow, and kissed his 
eyelids. He fluttered his eyes for seconds, before getting used to the warm light. He smiled to himself for no 
reason. He got off his bed and pulled the curtains away, allowing the sun to bask the quiet room in all its glory. 


He greeted the natural view seen from the window with a smile, before turning himself to face the bed. 


His face brightened at the sleeping form of someone who meant a lot to him. The wonderful memories of last 
night flooded back. He tiptoed to the other side of the bed and sat beside the sleeping figure. He swept the 


cloud of black locks which veiled the other man's eyes, and lingered his gaze at the face. 


He laid there peacefully, covered in a white blanket up to his waist. His unkempt dark mane contrasted 
beautifully with the whiteness of his pillow. His long eyelashes rested on his cheeks. There was a faint hue of 
pink in the natural pallor of his face, and his lips were slightly pouted. The other man gazed on, mesmerized. So 


angelic, so beautiful. 


Robert slowly leaned his head towards Jimmy's face, and paused just inches away, contemplating his beauty. He 
brushed his tender lips against those long eyelashes, and stopped when they began to flutter like butterflies. 


Jimmy felt something tickle his eyelashes, which made him wake up. He saw the most beautiful face hovering 
just inches above his, his golden curls glowed in the sunlight. He wanted to clap at the sight of Robert; he felt 
happiness flooding his body. 

"Good morning, love!" A smirk played on Robert's lips. Jimmy just smiled in response. 

He childishly pouted at his lover as a gesture to kiss him. Robert complied with his request and pecked him on 
the lips. He proceeded to walk away, when he heard a whine from Jimmy. He turned around to see him still 
pouting. 

"You're so hard to please!" Robert rolled his eyes before kissing him sweetly. 

"Feeling better?" He asked when their lips parted. 

"Yeah." Jimmy whispered. 

Robert gave him a tender smile and picked up his clothes, which were scattered all over the wooden floor, 
along with Jimmy's. The other man remained lying on the bed, watching admiringly as he clothed himself. He 
wished Robert to be a nudist, so that he could always watch his lover exposing all of his physical beauty. He 
didn't think of Robert's naked body as sexually attractive, but as a work of art. 

After Robert was fully dressed, he caught Jimmy's gaze on his body. 

"You really don't want these on me, do you?" He pointed at his floral shirt and tight jeans. Jimmy chuckled. 
"Come on, you've hardly said anything since you woke up!" 


"What do you want me to say?" Jimmy giggled. 


"Just get up!" Robert replied amusedly as he threw Jimmy's clothes at him. Then, he walked out of the 
cottage to make breakfast. 


Jimmy got dressed and joined Robert outside. He had already adjusted the kettle on the wooden stove. 

"We need to start packing after a while" Robert said nonchalant as both of them sat on the grass 

"What, we're leaving today?" Jimmy got wide-eyed 

"Yes, of course’ 

"But-but | thought we were gonna stay a couple more days," he sighed, "Why does it have to end so soon?" 


"Oh, Pagey," Robert took him in his arms, "We'll come back here as soon as possible, | promise. | know, I'll miss 


this this place, too." 

"I think the tea's ready." Jimmy looked over his shoulders at the kettle. 

They disentangled themselves from each other's arms and poured hot steaming tea into their cups. Robert 
chatted away with his best friend as they sipped tea, while Jimmy listened quietly, hanging on to the blonde's 
every word. It had been only months since this "little" affair started, but he fell deeper in love with his 
bandmate, with each passing day. 

They set off after lunch, loading their suitcases and Jimmy's acoustic at the back of Robert's jeep. 

"You want me to drop you off?" Robert asked as he fastened his seatbelt. 

“That'd be nice." 

Jimmy glanced at the rear-view mirror and saw the wooden board that read "Bron-Yr-Aur" and sighed. It was 
the rural idyll where he got to spend precious moments with the man he loved, there wasn’t a second spent in 
that cottage that wasn't memorable. 

They talked about happiness, sadness, joy, sorrow, love, music, life among all other things that interested them. 
A couple of hours later, they arrived at Jimmy's mansion. It was now time to bid farewell. After helping him 
with his luggage, Robert hugged him. 

"See you tomorrow at the studio" He patted Jimmy on his back. 

"Ill miss you." Jimmy said 

“But we'll meet again tomorrow!" 

"Okay. Bye then" 

"Bye." 

Robert paused as Jimmy put his hand on the door-knob. 


"What's wrong?" 


Not saying a word, Robert cupped his lover's face and delved into a long, deep kiss. After their lips parted, he 
gazed lovingly into Jimmy's green eyes and tugged a stray strand of black hair behind his ear. 


"I love you." Robert managed to speak 


"Love you, too." 


Jimmy pecked his lips and they both were outside once more. He waved his hand at his lover before Robert 
got into the jeep. He gazed along the road as the vehicle drove away. A feeling of vacancy surrounded him as 
soon as the jeep went out of his sight. Looking forward to the next day, he entered the house to unpack his 


belongings. However, while unpacking, his eyes grew moist and his heart ached. He couldn't understand why. 


| Missed You 


Jimmy was seated on the large couch of his living room, chin resting on his hand, as he absentmindedly looked 
out the window. The weather was dark and gloomy, just like his house. Raindrops pattered on the window pane. 
It was long after supper, and he had absolutely nothing to do. 

It had been only a week since he came back from Bron-Yr-Aur. He met Robert for two consecutive days after 
his arrival, but he already began to pine. On the other hand, this loneliness gave him more time to think about 
their relationship. That was what he had been doing in these lonely days. 

Jimmy had never loved someone from his own sex. He felt awkward initially, but after he confessed his love to 
Robert, the discomfort went away. During this short but lonely period, however, that uneasiness came back 
again. Their relationship proved to be excellent, but for how long would it stay that way? Doubts rose in his 
head. He loved Robert to death, but could he make him happy? He began to believe he wasn't good enough; a 
woman would be much better for Robert. He started to feel the need of breaking up; but he dismissed the 


thought every time because tears would run down his cheeks. 


These two opposite and conflicting thoughts made him cry again, right before the phone rang. He jerked up 
from the couch and grabbed the phone. 


"Hello?" His voice quivered slightly. 


“Jimmy? How are you?" A cheerful, very familiar voice came from the other end. Jimmy got his life back 


again 

"Well, nothing much. Just thinkin’ about you. | haven't seen you for a while.” 
"You miss me, right?" Robert giggled. Jimmy was silent: 

"Dyou want me to come over?" 

"No, no, it's fine. You don't have to fight the bloody rain to see me." 

"Stop being so humble. Shut up and wait for me, alright?" 

"Alright, then Do what you want." 

"Bye, babe." 

"Bye." Jimmy said softly, before he put the receiver down. 


In less than fifteen minutes, there was a knock on the door. Jimmy's jaws dropped when he opened it. Robert 


was soaking wet. 

"It seems that | forgot to bring my umbrella" 
"Fuck you, Perce!" 

"What, | was trying to be romantic!" 

"You're gonna catch a cold, I'm tellin’ yal" 


"Well, | thought you were gonna go ‘oh darling’ for me!" Robert started laughing, as he opened his arms to hug 


Jimmy. 
"Woah, woah, woah, hold on," Jimmy backed off, "Let me get you a towel first. | don't wanna catch a cold." 
"And take your shoes off before you come in" He ordered as he ran to the bathroom. 


He returned to the living room with a fresh towel and dry clothes, but couldn't find Robert there. He frowned, 
went to his bedroom and found Robert sprawled on the king-sized bed. 


"Couldn't your lemons wait till | come back? You've ruined my goddamn bed!" He was agitated 

"At least | took my shoes off" Robert smirked 

"Yeah, that's very nice of you, twat" Jimmy replied sarcastically 

Robert got up, laughing, "Bossy little Jimmy" He took the dry clothes and towel and went to the bathroom. 
Jimmy laid on the slightly damp bed with his eyes closed He was extremely happy to see Robert again, under 
all the mock angry remarks he threw at his terrible state. He heard footsteps approaching the bedroom and 
got off his bed. His lover stood in the doorway. 

"Mmm, you look good in that" 

"Its yours, so it looks better on you" Robert approached Jimmy. 

The blonde gave the brunette a silly smirk, the latter sensed he was up to something 

"What?" 


"I thought you were supposed to hug me." 


"Oh, | see, that," Jimmy said in mock amazement, "Come ‘erel” He slapped the other's butt hard. 


"Ouch!" Robert pulled away. 

"You buffoon!" Jimmy began to giggle. 

Their laughter echoed in the walls of the big, empty house. Jimmy laughed until he ran out of breath. His eyes 
fell on Robert, who still kept on laughing. His laughter subsided when his eyes locked with his lover's. A 
tentative hand slowly rose to Robert's lips, and traced their outline with its thumb. Jimmy's eyes glistened, 
filled with longing and pining. He tried to smile. 


"You missed me very much, didn't you?" Robert cooed as he stroked the guitarist's sides. 


Jimmy lowered his gaze poignantly at Robert's chest. Seeing his friend so melancholic, he pulled him to a warm 


hug. Jimmy closed his eyes to inhale the smell of those golden curls he missed so much. 
‘Its OK, baby," Robert stroked Jimmy's back, "I'm here." 


Jimmy lovingly pecked on his lips after they pulled away. He slowly pinned his lover down on the bed, still 
pecking. 


"| missed you so much, honey.” His eyes grew moist again. 
"I know, | can see it in your eyes," Robert caressed his soft cheeks, "I missed you, too." 
"Play me like one of your Les Pauls." The singer whispered seductively. 


Jimmy gave a tender smile, before he proceeded to flourish his lover's body with passionate kisses. He was 


virtually crying out of happiness as he made love to the one he loved the most. 


eR 


A few hours later, long after they had collided on the bed, a sudden thunder woke Jimmy up. He found his face 
buried in a mop of blonde curls, and his arms around Roberts uncovered body. His heart melted at his lover's 
sleeping form. He couldn't see his lover's face because it was buried in his chest, gently breathing. He played 
with the beautiful curls, thinking about Robert. He had been really sweet, it was just too cute for him to 


cuddle in Jimmy's arms afterwards. The brunette planted a tender kiss in his hair. 


All of a sudden, those stinging thoughts came back to him again. How was he going to tell him? Without 
knowing, tears gushed out from his eyes. What if this was the last time he would have his only true love in 
his arms? He thought of sleeping instead, so he buried his face in Robert's hair again, maybe for the last time. 
Tears began to wet his golden tress. 


Babe, | Don't Wanna Leave You 


A gust of cold wind coming from an open window woke Robert up. He yawned, stretched his arms and saw 
Jimmy, who was sitting at the side of the bed; his back facing him, fully dressed. Robert grinned from ear to 
ear. He sat up and embraced the guitarist from behind, kissing and nuzzling into his nape. 

"Hello, darling." 

"What do you want?" Jimmy turned around. Robert's eyes met his icy stare. 

"You." He smiled, then resumed to nuzzle Jimmy's nape. 

"Robert, could you just leave me the fuck alone?" 

The blonde stopped. He was flabbergasted at the other's exasperation The man he knew so well was quiet in 
nature, but never moody. He clearly knew Jimmy was upset with something. Robert decided not to prolong 
their conversation and slowly slid off the bed from the other side with his clothes, and walked over to the 
bathroom. 

Jimmy's sudden mood swing concerned Robert a lot. He sat on toilet and thought of the possibilities why his 
best friend and lover was so pissed off. Could it be him? He had no idea. Getting dressed, he flushed the toilet 
and returned to the bedroom. Robert's heart shattered at what he saw. 

Jimmy was huddled in a small corner of the big room. his knees were pressed close to his chest; his face was 
hidden under his arms, which were folded on his knees. What really broke Robert's heart was the fact that his 
lover was sobbing. 


"Jimmy?" Robert was on the verge of tears. 


His reaction was nothing like the blonde had expected. He lifted his head up, tears staining his flushed cheeks, 
then frantically screamed at Robert, urging him to leave his premises. 


"Just go away! | don't want to see you again! Go away! Leave me alone!" 

‘Jimmy, calm down. Its gonna be alright, just calm down" Robert approached him slowly. 
Jimmy still kept shouting, "Just go please! Just go! You don't need me anymore!" 
"Jimmy, listen." 


The singer came even closer to him. With each step he took, Jimmy's voice ceased, up to the point when it 


became just a whisper. 


| need you To go, please." 
“Shhh, don't cry, love." 
Robert sat in front of him and pulled him close by his legs, placing Jimmy on his own lap. 


"Why is my baby crying?" He kissed the tip of Jimmy's cute, delicate nose, pulling him closer so that their 


torsos were pressed together. 

Jimmy remained silent. Robert could feel his ragged breath brushing his own lips. The brunette couldn't contain 
himself. Clinging to his lover, Jimmy burst into tears and hid his face in Robert's hair. Robert tried as best as 
he could to comfort him. He held him tighter, running his hands up and down his back. He rocked Jimmy back 
and forth, while whispering soothing words into his ear. When he felt the brunette steadying himself a little bit, 
he gently grasped Jimmy's chin and lifted his face to meet his own eyes. 

"Sweetheart, look at me." Jimmy was still trying to recover, Robert helped him by kissing his tears away. 
"What's wrong, honey? Is it something | said?" 

Jimmy shook his head sideways. His eyes were red and puffy from all the crying. 

"Then what is it?" 

"Is so hard to tell” He began crying again 

"You can take all the time you want, sweetheart." Robert comforted him with a kiss. 


Taking a deep breath, Jimmy began in a strained voice, 


"Is never happened to me before. | used to like being alone. But after | met you, everything changed" He 
paused. 


"Robert, l-l have never loved anyone so madly, so deeply in my whole life, except you. You're so beautiful, love. 
I've never seen or known anything as beautiful as you are. You changed my life. It cuts me like a fucking knife 


when | don't see you for one day.” He paused again, tears started falling but he strived to continue, 


"But ever since we came back from Bron-Yr-Aur, I've been having this feeling that-that I'm not good enough 
for you. It's ‘cause all of my previous relationships didn’t last for more than a month. Somehow | felt that | 
won't be able to make you happy. | mean, | thought you weren't okay with this gay affair. | thought you could 


find someone, a girl, and forget about me." He paused to wipe his tears. 


"So | thought-| don't wanna say this-| thought we should break up. But baby, | love you too much!" 


Crying out the last sentence, Jimmy clung to Robert even tighter, sobbing even louder. 


‘Oh, my poor baby!" Robert couldn't help but weep. He pulled Jimmy's face closer to his and kissed his 
forehead. 


"Why would you think like that, darling?" 
"| dunno. | was scared of losing you." 


"Don't say that. | love you so, so much. | would never hurt you, Jimmy." Robert cupped his lover's beautiful 
face in his hands. 


"Are you sure?" 


"Yes, baby. | will stay with you forever, ‘cause no one loved me like you do. And I've got nothing wrong with 
being gay.’ He covered Jimmy's face with soft, affectionate kisses. 


And for the first time, Jimmy smiled. He shove his tongue into Robert's open mouth, with all the love he had 
in his heart. The singer stroked his hair gently. 


"Robert?" He muttered into the kiss. 

"Hmm?" 

"Can | move into your house?" 

Robert looked into the guitarist's eyes with a smile. 

"Of course you can, babe. I've got a big empty place to fill up, anyway." They went back to kissing again. 


Not parting their lips, both of them climbed back to bed. Jimmy tucked his head under Robert's chin. He 


wrapped one of his arms around the brunette's waist, while he used his other hand to caress the black locks. 
"I really want to be with you, Robert” Jimmy said drowsily. 
"Me, too, Pagey." Robert kissed the other's forehead. 


The two lovers slept peacefully, in the loving warmth of each other. Bright, beautiful days were ahead of them. 


Valentine's Day 


2 months later 
"Rise and shine, teddy bear!" 


Robert felt a pair of soft lips pressing and hair tickling his forehead. He forcefully opened his eyes to see a 


smiling face utter the words above. 
"When did | become your teddy bear?" He chuckled, then closed his eyes in exhaustion 
"Come on, you've been sleeping like a dog! It's already Ill" 


"Who cares?" Robert shifted to his side. 


After a quiet moment, when Robert was almost drifting off to slumber, a splash of water on his face made 


him nearly leap off the bed. 


"Shit, | could have had a fucking heart attack!" Robert rolled his eyes in anger, while Jimmy was on the floor 
laughing. 


Its not funny, Jim!" His voice grew sterner. 
"Well, it's very funny when you do it!" Jimmy fought back. 
"You never let me sleep!" Robert whined, folding his arms over his chest. 


"That's not always true. You still have your clothes on, babe," Jimmy gave him a dirty smile, "It means you've 


had a good night's rest" He playfully winked at his lover. 


Robert gave a deep sigh, acknowledging that he was defeated, and entered the bathroom to take a leak. He 
heard Jimmy giggle from the bathroom. He couldn't help but allow himself to smile. Jimmy was a person he 
could never be mad at. After doing his job, he headed for the kitchen to make his own breakfast. However, his 
eyes were fixed on the dining table. A bouquet of roses laid there. He frowned, then looked around to find 
Jimmy. 

"Jimmy!" There was no answer. Robert headed back to the bedroom, but he wasn't there. He returned to the 
dining room to find Jimmy standing beside the dining table with the roses in his hands. His alabaster cheeks 
went pink at the sight of Robert, smiling shyly. 


"Jimmy, what are you doing?" Robert felt the laughing gas build up in his stomach. 


The guitarist went down on one knee, raised the bouquet, his hands trembled nervously, and said, "Happy 
valentine's day, Percy!" 


Robert couldn't hold back anymore. He burst out into laughter, then picked his lover up. 


"Oh gosh, Pagey!" He struggled to speak, "Page, what the fu-" he literally sat on the floor, overwhelmed with 
laughter. 


Jimmy looked at the flowers disappointedly, then back at his lover. It was his luck he didn't fill the whole house 
with flowers. How silly it was of him to buy Robert flowers? 


"Jim, that was fucking hilarious. Made my day!" He got up, still giggling. 
"Seriously, do | look like a girl to you?" 
Jimmy didn't speak. 


‘| mean, come on! We might be gay but that doesn't change our sex, does it? You don't have to give me gifts, 
Jimmy!" Saying this, he went to the kitchen, still giggling. 


When he proceeded to light the stove, Robert froze. He realized that Jimmy was still standing by the dining 
table. The feeling of guilt tightened its grip around his neck. His eyes formed a pool of tears, for he couldn't 
see the love conveyed by that simple bouquet of roses. He should have thanked Jimmy instead of ridiculing 
him. Tears rolled from his eyes, thinking of how his lover was feeling at that moment. He rushed to the dining 
room, but Jimmy wasn't there. Then he darted to the living room. Jimmy was sitting on the couch, with the 
bunch of roses still in his hands, when he caught a glimpse of a figure that hugged him tightly. The sudden 
grasp made the flowers slip from his hands and drop on the floor. 

"Babe, I'm so sorry. | didn't understand. Please, forgive me." 

"No, you were right. It was rather silly of me to buy you flowers." 

"Don't say that." Breaking the embrace, Robert picked up the bouquet, looking at it with wonder. 

"They're beautiful, baby. Thank youl" He kissed Jimmy on the cheek. 


"Well, | planned on decorating the whole place with flowers. The idea popped on my kind just today. Sorry that | 


couldn't give more. " 


"No, Jimmy, it's more than enough. It's very sweet of you." Robert lifted his eyes from the flowers to look at 
the brunette. He was delighted to see Jimmy's emerald eyes sparkle with joy. 


‘lm sorry. | totally freaked out" 


"Don't be, dear." Jimmy stroked his back 


Robert lowered his gaze, "I just, y'know, didn't expect you to give me gifts. ‘Cause I've already got more than | 


need. | already have you, so its more than enough.” He lowered his voice in the end. 
A silent moment had passed before Robert lifted his head with teary eyes. 

"God, you really love me, don't you?" 

‘Oh, Robert!" Jimmy pulled him into his arms, wiping his tears away. 

"Jimmy," Robert muttered, "punish me." 

"What do you mean? It's OK, I'm not mad at you." 


"But I'm mad at myself." Robert sat upright, "Slap me, beat me, kick me, rape me.. | don't care. Do anything you 
want." 


"But Percy." 

"Please" Robert's eyes pleaded him to do what he asked 
"OK, lie down" Jimmy chuckled 

Robert followed his orders and lied on the couch 

"Close your eyes" Robert obeyed 


Picking out a rose from the bunch, Jimmy carefully placed it behind Robert's left ear. It looked like a beautiful 


red rose had sprouted from golden clouds. 

"Now, open your eyes." 

Jimmy missed a few heartbeats when Robert opened his perfect, lovely blue eyes. His lover would always take 
his breath away whenever they made love, but there was something different in Robert today that made 
Jimmy feel like breaking down in tears. The rose seemed to enhance his beauty, he looked more angelic than 
ever. Jimmy was dumbfounded at what a simple rose could do to him. Everything around him felt heavenly. His 
heart throbbed painfully, his stomach crumbled; but all of it felt beautiful. 


"Jimmy?" 


"Wow." Jimmy whispered. 


He straddled his lover and leaned down to kiss him. It was a long, slow but deep kiss, full of love. Robert's lips 
seemed to taste sweeter than honey. Jimmy wondered what was inside the blonde that made him so gorgeous. 
He never wanted the kiss to end. When they broke away at last, Jimmy looked into Robert's eyes, still dazed 
from the kiss. 


"Happy valentine's day" 
"Happy valentine's day, babe" Robert smiled 

The slender brunette squeezed in next to his lover and pulled him close to his chest. 
"| love you, teddy bear.” He kissed Robert on the forehead. 


The singer leaned in closer to Jimmy's chest, to listen to his heart, which beat only for him. 


Hs OK to Make Mistakes 


"Your head is humming and it won't go, in case you don't know 
The piper's calling you to join him 
Dear lady, can you hear the wind blow and did you know 


Your stairway lies on the whispering wind?" 

Singing this verse from Stairway to Heaven, Robert left the stage to Jimmy. It was now the spellbinding 
guitarists turn to shine under the spotlight. He gazed on lovingly at his bandmate while the latter played the 
magical guitar solo. Robert believed that Jimmy alone could transport a whole stadium full of people to another 


world, only with the help of his guitar. He always felt like a mere mortal whenever Jimmy took the stage to 


perform his guitar solos. 


Robert suddenly realized that the solo was going to end. He quickly rushed to the mic stand, and wailed out the 


remainder of the song. 

"And she's buying a stairway to heaven 

Right after Robert finished singing the hypnotizing last notes of the song, the atmosphere filled with the 
crowd's deafening applause. He introduced the band members including himself, which he always did even 
though it was needless; and ended the show by thanking the fans and wishing them good night. 

The band returned to their hotel after a 3-hour long tiring show, beginning their new worldwide tour. Robert 
was too exhausted to even keep his eyes open However, he managed to take a shower before free falling on 
the bed. In a T-shirt and boxers, he came out of the shower to find Jimmy, who was staying in the same 
room with him, lying on the bed. He looked lost to his best friend. The blonde lied next to him, running his 
fingers through Jimmy's hair. 

"D'you want to take a shower?" 

"No, it's alright." Jimmy said quietly, still looking distracted, 

"You sure?" 


"Pretty much." 


Jimmy was spiraling his fingers on the bed sheet, when Robert gently rolled on top of him, trying to gain his 


attention. 
"Let me guess, did a string snap?" He turned Jimmy's face to look into his eyes. 


"No," Jimmy sighed, "| sucked tonight 


"No, you didn't!" Robert protested. 

"| did" 

"Whatever, no one noticed it. So it doesn't mean you sucked" 

"I felt that | was out of tune sometimes.” 

"No. My Pagey never plays out of tune" Robert smiled, pecking Jimmy on the lips. 
"I wasl" Jimmy tried to raise his voice, but was too tired to do so. 
"Everybody fucks up, Jimmy. It's no big deal. Look, | fuck up at every show!" 
"Nope" 

"I do." Robert chuckled, 

"You're always great, Perce." 

"No, not as good as you" The blonde blushed a deep red. 


'| love your voice, everything it does. The way it sings, it talks, how it calls my name.." Jimmy mused, tugging 


a lock behind Robert's ear. 
"Aww, stop that!" Robert playfully batted Jimmy away. 


"No, seriously, you were wonderful tonight. | thought you cast a spell on those kids. | saw how they looked at 
you during Stairway." Robert grew sober. 


"How did they look at me?" Jimmy raised one of his eyebrows. 


"Oh, you dirty little prat!" Robert giggled, "They looked like they were dreaming. Some of ‘em might have been 
stoned throughout the whole show." 


"Oh, | was thinking they were looking at my butt, since my dick was well-covered by my girlfriend" Jimmy 
chuckled. 


"What!?" Robert cried. 


"Guitar." 


Robert raised his fist, making Jimmy giggle. The singer smiled at his lover, he was happy to lift Jimmy's spirits 
up. He delved into a tender kiss with his raven-haired lover. Jimmy was having the best time of his life, living 
with Robert was the best thing to ever have happened to him. After breaking the kiss, Robert lied next to 
him, tucking his head under his own chin and stroking his hair. 

‘Jimmy, have | ever told you what a beautiful guitarist you are?" Robert said softly. 

"You don't have to say it in words, Robert. | already know how you feel when | play a guitar." 

"How?" 

"The way you look at me in every show." Jimmy raised his eyes. 

Robert took his lover's hand in his, and kissed every fingertip lovingly. Affection was flowing in his veins. 
"You're a beautiful guitarist, Jimmy." He pressed the hand close to his heart. 


"And you're a more beautiful singer.” Jimmy kissed Robert back. 


Snuggling closer to Jimmy, Robert closed his eyes, drifting off to a peaceful slumber. In his dreams he saw 


Jimmy play the guitar solo of Stairway to Heaven under a tree, while he himself was lying on Jimmy's lap. 


A Band Secret 


Dazzled by sunlight, Jimmy opened his eyes. He hoped to find Robert asleep by his side, but the singer had 


already woken up. 

"Hi" 

Jimmy shifted to the other side to see a smiling Robert sitting on the sofa, drinking tea. 
"Good morning." He cooed with a smile. 

"Morning, love" Robert got up from his seat and pecked Jimmy on the lips. 
"| got tea for you. Want some?" He handed a cup to Jimmy. 

"Thanks." Jimmy sat up, taking the steaming cup from his hands. 

Taking a last sip, Robert stood in front of the bathroom mirror. 

"God, I'm such a mess!" He chuckled. 

‘Its funny when you say that" Jimmy grinned. 

"Why?" 

“Cause you always look like that!" 


Robert turned around to face Jimmy, and stuck his tongue out sarcastically, making Jimmy giggle. Turning back 
to the mirror, Robert started brushing his hair. 


"Baby?" Jimmy said. 

"Yog?" 

"Dont you think the other guys should know?" 
"What?" 

"About us?" 


Robert put his comb down and turned around. He thought about Jimmy's question for a moment before 


speaking again. 


"Well, | don't want too many people knowing about it" 

"| know. | was just talking about Jonesy and Bonzo. It's been more than six months since it all started" 
"Hmm... Robert looked at the floor, deep in his thoughts. 

"We can trust them, can't we?" Jimmy gave out a nervous chuckle, "| mean, we're in the same band, so.." 
"Alright, I'll talk to Bonzo. You tell Jonesy." Robert stepped towards the door. 

"Where are you going?" 

"To find Bonzo." 

"Wait, you're gonna tell him now?" Jimmy was wide-eyed. 

"If its OK with you." 

"No, no, it's fine." Jimmy glanced at his clothes, "I didn't change last night? I'm still in my dragon suit!" 
"You didn't want to leave my arms, babe." Robert chuckled. 


Jimmy recalled their conversation from the previous night, smiling at Robert. He walked over to the blonde, 


encircling his arms around the other's waist. 
‘lm just gonna take a shower and look for Jonesy, okay, love? Best of luck" He kissed Robert, before he left 
the room to find John Bonham. 


eR 


"Bonzo!" Robert called his friend as soon as he caught sight of him at the bar. 


"Hey, Perce!" The boisterous drummer roared out, making all the other people present in the bar turn their 


heads around. 
"That's my lad" He gave Robert a tight, bear-like hug as he approached him. 
"Beer?" Bonzo offered his mug. 


"No, thanks." 


'| don't see any birds with ya these days, y'know. Same with Pagey." 

"Well, | came here to tell you something relating to that topic." 

"Whad'ya mean? You found someone?" 

"Yeah." Robert lowered his gaze with a shy smile. His cheeks turned noticeably crimson. 
"Oooh, Percy finally got ‘imself a babe! What's her name?" 


Raising his eyes, Robert hesitantly spoke out, making his voice a little above a whisper, audible enough for 


Bonzo's hearing, "Jimmy." 

"Piss off" Bonzo said amusedly. 

"No, seriously." 

"You're pissed, mate. Totally pissed" 

‘Its true, John!" Robert rarely called Bonzo by his real name. Bonzo looked at him silently for a while. 

"So, yer not..fuckin' with me." Bonzo grew sober, dropping his voice down so that only Robert could hear him. 
"No." The singer shook his head sideways. 

"You-You're gay." 

"Look, Bonzo, this is very, very serious. Bloody serious. We're letting in only you and Jonesy on this. I'm telling 
you this ‘cause you're my old friend and | trust you. Please don't tell this to anyone. Please. Don't even bring it 
up when we're playing or doing gigs. Whatever you do, don't bring it up when we're with other people. | can 
trust you, right?" Robert grasped his hand tight, catching his own breath. 

"Yeah, calm down, mate," Bonzo gave a reassured pat on Robert's shoulder, "Course you can trust me." 
Robert gave a sigh of relief. 

‘| really love him, y'know. More than anything." His eyes sparkled. 


"Yeah, | can see that." Bonzo chuckled. 


A moment passed in silence. Bonzo resumed consuming beer while Robert laid his eyes on the table, thinking 


about Jimmy. 


"So, d'ya take him out for a drink once in a while?" 

"No." Robert answered quietly, still looking at the table. 

"No? Then when d'ya do all that dating shite?" 

Robert lifted his eyes, "We live together, Bonz. We're also staying in the same hotel room" He smirked. 


Bonzo almost choked on his beer. His eyes wee about to pop out. Recovering from his astonishment, he 


managed to ask, "How long have you been, err, dating? Loving? Courting? Fuck, what's the bloody word?" 
"More than six months, | guess." Robert giggled. 
"Oh. You blokes, err, shag, a lot, right?" 


Robert blushed. 


"Well, this drunk bugger wouldn't know anything ‘bout how it feels to love a chap. So, if it makes ya feel good, 
then go ahead!" Bonzo smiled. 


"We dont just shag, OK? It's true love. | really love Jimmy." The blonde smiled in return 
"Yeah, Im really happy for ya, mate. Whatever or whoever makes you happy, keep it" 
"Thank you for understanding, | trust you, Bonzo." 

"You so bloody well can" Bonzo hugged him. 

"Ive got to go. See you!" 


"Bye, mate!" Bonzo waved to Robert. 


eR 


Jimmy stood in front of the closed room. Muffled sounds coming from a guitar penetrated through the walls. 
He was nervous, but he wanted Jonesy to know about his situation He closed his eyes and pictured Robert, 
smiling at him. The corner of his lips curled upwards as he pictured his lover. He began to feel less nervous 


when he opened his eyes. Taking a deep breath, he knocked gently on the door. 


"Who is it?" A voice floated through the closed door. 


‘Its me, Jimmy." 

The door flew open 

"Oh, come in" Jonesy smiled awkwardly. 

"Hi." Jimmy walked into the room. He heard the door being shut behind him. 

"What are you doing?" 

"Just fiddling with my acoustic." Jonesy replied quietly. 

"Oh." Jimmy said, leading to a brief, awkward silence. Despite being quiet in nature, he would do most of the 
talking when he was alone with Jonesy, for Jonesy was the quietest in the band. Today, however, it was 
different. 

"Sit down." Jonesy broke the silence politely, realizing that his bandmate was still standing. 

Jimmy looked around and sat on the nearby couch, and Jonesy sat on the bed in front of him. 

"So, how are you?" It seemed that Jonesy was being Jimmy. 

"Yeah, pretty good" Jimmy nodded, looking everywhere except Jonesy's face. 

"You seem quiet today." 

Jimmy now eyed Jonesy directly. 

"Is there anything you want to tell me?" 

"Yes." The guitarist whispered. 

"Carry on" 

"John," Jimmy cleared his throat, "| want to tell you something very important. I've wanted to tell this to you 
for a long time, but didn't know how. But | think it's time. |," he paused, took a deep breath, and spat it out, "l'm 


in love with Robert." 


Another episode of awkward silence had begun. This time, it lasted longer. Jonesy was the first one to speak 
after several quiet moments had passed. 


"So," he furrowed his eyebrows, "H's you and Robert? | thought you were gonna propose to me or something.’ 


Jimmy laughed aloud for a few seconds, before realizing he had to be serious. 

| want to know if you're okay with it” 

"No, | don't have any problems. It's your thing and | wouldn't like to nosy into your business." 

‘Its OK if you want to know about us. But why | came here to talk to you is that | don't want anyone else to 
know about this. We've decided to tell only you and Bonzo, because we trust you. | trust you a lot. | trust you 
as much as | trust Bonzo. It's the same with Robert." 


"So, can | know how you're getting along? For how long?" 


‘Its been more than six months. And we get along perfectly," Jimmy smiled, "In fact, we're living together and 


are also sharing the same hotel room." 

"Whoa!" Jonesy's eyes seemed as if they would pop out. Jimmy laughed at his reaction 

"Are you happy with him?" Jonesy asked after a little while. 

"The happiest I've ever been" 

Jonesy looked on the floor, thinking about something. Jimmy could read his mind and smiled to himself. 
"You wanna know more, right?" Jimmy's grin grew wider. 


Jonesy nodded, "I don't want to pry into this, ‘cause if | ask the question | want to ask right now, you'll beat 


me up.' 

"Jonesy, | don't mind. | really don't. Just spit it out, mate" 

"How exactly does he make you feel happy?" Jonesy gave a wicked grin 

"Oh, | see what you mean," Jimmy chuckled, "But that's not the only way he makes me happy" 


"Well, | thought... Oh shit! I'm picturing you two doing that!" Jonesy burst out into laughter, which was very 


unusual of him. Jimmy joined him in it. 
‘Oh, well," Jonesy's laughter subsided, "So how does he make you feel happy?" 
"Everything he does. Not to mention when he fucks me." Jimmy giggled. 


‘Oh, please. Stop talking about that! | don't wanna see you two having sex in my head again!" Jonesy covered his 


eyes with his hands. 
"OK, well, I'll tell you how he makes me happy. Overall, everything he does makes me happy. But whenever l'm in 
his arms or the other way round," he gave a deep sigh, "I feel incredible. When he kisses me, lim in heaven. 


And," he gave a cheeky grin, "Robert's perfect in bed" 


"OK, that's it. I've heard enough." Jimmy laughed at Jonesy, "God, when will you quit bringing that up?" He rolled 


his eyes in mock exasperation. 


When Jimmy stopped giggling, he continued, “Jonesy, | don't know how to explain why | love Robert so much. He 
just makes me so happy, maybe that's why." He closed his eyes to picture Robert smiling at him. 


"Oh, John, | love him!" Jimmy's eyes welled up as he opened them. 

‘lm getting too fucking soppy, innit?" He wiped his tears away. 

"Wow, you're really in love with this man 

Jimmy smiled, nodding in response. 

"And you're very happy. I've got nothing to say, except wishing you the best." Jonesy smiled. 


"Thanks. And don't tell it to anyone, OK? It's a band secret," Jimmy got up, "Ill go now. See ya later, mate." He 
hugged Jonesy and left the room. 


"What a lucky guy. Thousands of girls dream of Perce and only Jimmy has him." Jonesy said to himself after 
Jimmy left. 


eR 


"So, what did Bonzo say?" Jimmy started playing with Roberts hair. 
"He almost choked on his beer when | told him we live together!" Robert giggled. 
"Jonesy was alright, but he was getting pissed off whenever | told him about us having sex." 


They both laughed aloud, and shared their own stories of the recent conversations with their fellow 
bandmates, giggling now and then. 


The Birthday Boy 

IO months later 

"You sure you dont wama stay, love?" 

"Yeah, | just need to lie down for a while, it's been a hard day" Robert rested his hand on Jimmy's shoulder. 
"How long will it take?" He asked 


"Dunno. | may not be back till midnight. You're lucky you're not the bloody producer, which is me." Jimmy 
chuckled. 


"Don't you get tired, babe?" Robert caressed his lover's porcelain cheek 

"| do. And there's no one in here except us” 

"| can stay if you want" He smiled warmly. 

"No, go home. Take a nap," Jimmy insisted, ‘tll be back as soon as l'm done" 

"OK" Robert kissed Jimmy goodbye, then grabbed his coat and left the studio. 

The singer was on the floor laughing as soon as he reached his house. He thought he would pick up acting if he 
didnt have a band. It was Jimmy's birthday. Robert was determined to give him the best surprise; so far, the 


plan was going right. He checked his watch, the night was still young, and the guitarist wouldn't be back before 
midnight, when the clock would strike twelve, his birthday. The time was more than enough for Robert. 
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"Robert, I'm home!" Jimmy called out as he shut the door. 
He gasped when he turned around. Not a single light was turned on, there were candles everywhere. After he 
got used to the eerie glow, he realized that the whole house was decorated with flowers. He was very 


surprised, but didn't have any idea of the occasion 


"Sweetie, where are you? Am | in the wrong house? Or did you really fill the place up with this stuff?" He 


wandered around the house, as if he had never been to this place. 


He made his way to the dining room, where there were no flowers. He gave a sigh of relief. However, this 


room, too, was lit with candles. Placed on the table, a round-shaped object caught his eye. He stepped towards 
it and realized it was a cake. A guitar was very poorly drawn on one side, on the other side there was a heart. 
Between them were the words "Happy Birthday Jimmy" beautifully written out. 

"Happy birthday!" Robert grabbed Jimmy by his waist from behind, making the slender man yelp. 

"Robert, where the fuck have you been?" Jimmy rolled his eyes. 


"What, | do all this for you, even bake the damn cake, and | don't get any thanks?" Robert pouted, 


‘Oh, so you left me all alone in the fucking studio so you could," Jimmy turned his eyes back to the cake, "Do 


this?" His voice grew lower. 


"This is so sweet," he looked back at his lover, whose face seemed to be painted in gold in the candlelight, 


"Thank you!" He smacked on Roberts cheek. 

"No, it's nothing. The guitar doesn't look like a guitar." 

"| don't care." 

"My baking skills suck” 

"OK, lets cut it then" Each of them had two big slices. 

"No, your baking skills aren't bad at all," Jimmy smirked, "I want to lick that cream off your lips." 
"No, I'll lick it myself" Robert giggled. 


"Hey, babe," Jimmy took Robert's hand in his, "Thanks but, you didn't need to get through all this trouble. | 
even forgot it's my birthday Today." 


"No, its nothing, really." Robert lowered his gaze. 

"Hey," Jimmy pulled Robert in his arms, "I love it, no matter how simple or soppy it is." 

‘Jimmy, there's something | want to give you. I'll be right back." 

Robert came back in a few minutes with something in his hands, wrapped in a colorful wrapping paper. 
"Happy birthday, my love." He eagerly looked into Jimmy's eyes, who took the gift from his hands. 


Jimmy carefully tore off the paper, revealing a cardboard box written "I love you". He opened the box, and 


found a thick notebook inside it. It had been used before, Jimmy guessed. He flipped through the pages, proving 


his assumption was right. However, his eyes welled up when he realized that the notebook was filled with love 


poems, written by his lover, addressed only to him. 


"Honey, this is so-" he raised his head, but Robert had gone away. 
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Back in the unmade bed they shared, Robert sat with his face covered in his hands. He was blushing like a little 
girl. What if Jimmy didn't like it? The door burst open. Robert silently cursed himself for not locking it. He 
raised his head and saw Jimmy standing in the doorway. A smile was plastered on the brunette's face, but 
tears were streaking his cheeks. He looked down on the open notebook in his hands, and then back to Robert. He 
threw it on the bed-side table and almost jumped on Robert. 

"Oh, Percy!" He kissed Robert's forehead, "Thank you so much!" He pulled the blonde in a tight embrace. 

"OK, you can let me go now." Robert tried to say, as it was getting difficult for him to breath. 


"Baby, it's the best birthday gift anyone could possibly give me," Jimmy let him go, 'I love you very much, 
sweetheart." He then began kissing Robert frantically. 


‘Jimmy, wait!" Robert mumbled into the kiss, but it was of no use. He had to push Jimmy away forcefully by 
grabbing his shoulders. 


"What's wrong?" Jimmy asked when he saw Robert gasping for oxygen 

"You weren't letting me breathe!" Robert chuckled, "So, did you like it? It's just a pile of rubbish, anyway." 
"No, | love it! You're so bloody kind" Jimmy sniffed. 

"Oh, stop that!" Robert pulled his raven-haired lover in his arms, nuzzling his hair. 

"Why are you so sweet to me?" Jimmy raised his eyes. 

"Cause | love you." Robert softly whispered, kissing Jimmy's forehead. 

"| hope there aren't any more gifts. Its too overwhelming," 


"Well, this isn't the only gift you'll get tonight, love." Robert sneaked his hand inside the hem of Jimmy's shirt. 


The guitarist went hard almost immediately, closing his eyes. 


Robert slowly laid Jimmy on the pillows, then proceeded to undress him, taking time with each button He 


stroked Jimmy's bony frame, creating goosebumps wherever he ran his fingers on the delicate skin, except the 
spot he needed the most. After he rid Jimmy of any clothing, he retrieved his hands from the other's naked 
body. 


"Wow, you look a sight." He grinned, "I want to see your beautiful eyes." Jimmy opened his eyes, smiling lovingly. 


"But | need some preparations first.” Robert swept himself off the bed, putting the lights out. The room went 


totally dark, making Jimmy realize there weren't any candles. Robert pulled the curtains away. 

"Good thing it's full moon tonight." Robert commented. 

Jimmy looked at Robert's silhouette in front of the big window, undressing himself. He began hugging himself, 
trying to feel warm. He did not want to distract Robert, however. The blonde returned to the bed, kneeling in 
front of Jimmy. 

"Do you feel cold, honey?" 

Jimmy nodded. 

"Don't worry, I'll warm you up." He massaged Jimmy's bare thighs. 

Jimmy looked at Robert in awe. His ethereal beauty was radiating from his skin in the celestial glow of the 
moonlight. Robert smiled at him, dimples appearing in his cheeks, as he kept on massaging Jimmy's thighs to 
keep him warm. 

"Dryou like this gift?" 

Jimmy nodded silently. Robert pulled the blanket over his back, then gently rested his weight on Jimmy's 
fragile structure, covering both of them with it. They gazed into each other's eyes in silence, hearing the 
gentle murmur of each other's breath. It was already so wonderful. 

"You're so beautiful, birthday boy." Robert whispered, gently nibbling at Jimmy's lower lip. 

"| love you." 

"You, too." 


"Thank you for everything. You're the best" 


Jimmy pulled Robert's face into a hearty kiss, igniting the spark to a steamy night. 


The Blessed Notebook 


Author's Notes: 
Something's gonna happen soon. Wait for it! ;) 


"What do you want to do today?" Robert asked, running his fingers through Jimmy's hair. 

"You tell me." Jimmy said, resting his head under Robert's chin, drawing patterns on the blonde's bare chest. 
"Bonzo invited us to the pub tonight" 

"When did he tell you?" 

"Last night, in the studio. Wanna go?" 

"Hmm, that sounds like fun" 

"OK, but we have the whole day to ourselves. And today's Saturday. Don't you want to do anything?" 

"We could stay like this." Jimmy smirked. 

| betcha you'll get bored in a minute." Robert laughed. 

‘| seriously don't have anything on mind," Jimmy glanced at the bed-side table, "Except-" 

He reached his hand on the table and pulled the notebook down into his hands. 

"We can read this together." He looked up to see Robert's expression. He was already blushing. 

"Your ideas suck." 

"My ideas are called guitar solos and riffs, not what to do on my birthday." Jimmy asserted. 

After silently smiling for a moment, Robert spoke, "Let me show you something." He took the notebook from 


his lover's hands. He flipped through the pages, stopped somewhere in the middle, and returned it to its 


present owner. 
"Look at this." 


Jimmy read the page for a moment, his lips curling upwards. 


"Seems familiar?" Robert raised his eyebrows in anticipation 
"You clever bastard," Jimmy murmured, "You wrote ‘Thank You' in it! Only changing the lyrics a bit" 
"IFs in its original form, y'know," Robert giggled, "I changed it so that you wouldn't smell something fishy.” 


‘| mean, this was written centuries ago, when we just got together as a band! Way before we even started 


to." Jimmy looked up at Robert in surprise, "For how long have you been loving me?" 

"It was, err, like," Robert chuckled, "Love at first sight” 

Jimmy began to giggle like a little child Robert always found Jimmy extremely adorable when he laughed. 
"Wait, there's another one" He took the notebook again. He stopped after turning quiet a few pages, "Here." 
Jimmy's eyes grew wide as he read the given page. 

"Shit! You even wrote something as serious as ‘The Rain Song’ in here? Can't believe it!" 

"Well, believe it now, babe." Robert grinned. 

"You really are something, Perce." Jimmy sighed, "At least this one's newer. 

Jimmy put the notebook down and put his arms around Robert, nuzzling his chest. 

Robert enjoyed his friend's company, but was unsure if the whole day was to be spent like this, taking account 
of the fact that it was Jimmy's birthday. 

"Jimmy?" He gently shook the guitarist. 

"What?" Jimmy responded drowsily. 


"You sure you want to stay like this?" 


Jimmy smiled to him in return, then took the notebook back in his hands. He clutched it close to his heart, 
letting out a deep, meaningful sigh. Robert lifted the slender man's face so that he could see his eyes. 


"What is it, love?" 
"I just, | can't begin to think how to thank you. I'll always keep this. Always." 


"Oh, Jimmy." Robert coved, stroking the brunette's hair, giving him a soft kiss on the forehead. 


"What the hell, let's read this!" Jimmy sat upright, pulling Robert to sit up at the same time. 


The rest of the day was spent in bantering. Jimmy was completely sure he had the best lover and the best 
friend anyone could have the privilege to be with, the same could be said about Robert. However, it didn't 
mean that there wouldn't be any bumps on the road, which appeared to be perfectly straight so far. 


Falling Into the Hole 


The doors flew open, and two men entered, making most of the people in the pub turn their heads around, 
although the atmosphere filled with the murmur of people chatting. All the young women present batted their 
eyelashes. They exchanged whispers and giggles between them, the two men looked like two fallen angels. A 
loud, familiar roar emerged from nowhere, making both Robert and Jimmy look around. 

"0i, Pagey!" 

At last, their eyes fell on the counter. Bonzo was sitting on a tool, a smile glued to his face. They hurriedly 
approached to their friend, who welcomed each of them with a warm hug. People weren't looking at them 
anymore, they had already resorted to their own business. 

"Happy birthday, mate!" Bonzo gave Jimmy a pat on the back. 

"Thanks." Jimmy smiled. 

Bonzo handed beer mugs to each of his guests, "Help yourselves, lads." 

"So, what'd ya get ‘im?" Bonzo whispered to Robert, taking his first sip. 

"Fuck offl" Robert laughed. 

"Well, what'd ya get, Jimmy boy?" Bonzo playfully winked at the guitarist. 

"Robert, what should | do with this guy?" Jimmy whined to his lover. 

"What can | do? You know Bonzo, incorrigible as always." Robert mused, sipping his drink. 

"Can we not talk about this in public, John?" Jimmy was serious. 

Bonzo laughed, "But I'm a bloody pap." 

Time flew by, and Robert stood as the soberest among the three men. Bonzo and Jimmy already chugged 
several pints of beer, and were pretty tipsy, slurring about God-knows-what. Nobody could tell they were the 
drummer and lead guitarist of Led Zeppelin. Robert rested his face on one palm, smiling at the antics of his 
two bandmates. 


"Pagey, | think you've had enough. Let's go home now." Robert placed a hand on Jimmy's arm. 


"Wha'?" Jimmy slurred, with a stupid smile drawn across his face. 


"Let's go." 


"Owkay. But | need ta pee. | be righ' back" He stumbled on several people, trying to make his way to the 


restroom. 

Jimmy was totally drunk. However, he heard something of a click, and a person grumble something. 
"Y'aright there, mate?" 

He saw a toilet door open, although his vision was quiet blurred. 

"Yeah, just shooting in," He showed a needle to Jimmy, "Wanna try?" 


He stepped towards the man, furrowing his eyebrows. He couldn't see him probably due to his blurry vision, 


but assumed he was very thin He took the pointy object from his hand, rotating it with curiosity. 
"Wha is this shit?" 

"Horse." He heard the man reply. 

"Whatever. Can | try?" 

"Yeah." 


In a few moments, Jimmy was in a whole new world. He closed his eyes, adrenaline rushing in his vein. This felt 
incredible. It had never happened before, a whole new experience. He ended up buying some of the man's supply; 
he was quiet friendly to the guitarist. Jimmy kept the stuff in his coat pockets. He stepped out of the 
restroom, lost in some kind of interesting maze, drunk at the same time. He was about to fall down if Robert 


hadn't caught him. 
"Jimmy!" Robert cried He began snoring loudly in his lover's arms. 


"God, you're such a mess!" It took Robert great trouble to drive both Jimmy and Bonzo home. Both of them 
snored loudly in the back seat. After succeeding in sending Bonzo home, he drove back to his own residence, 


scooped the brunette up in his arms, and gently laid him on the bed. 


"You poor thing" Robert cupped Jimmy's sleepy face. He gave his lover a sweet goodnight kiss, even though 


the other couldn't respond, for he was lost in strange dreams. 


Giving In 
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Jimmy opened his eyes and immediately squeezed them shut again, letting out a groan He sensed someone 


shift his weight beside him. 

"Look who's awake, after a century! Babe, are you alright?" 

"No." He groaned, covering his closed eyes with his hand. 

‘Its that fucking headache!" Jimmy shouted in pain 

"Here, drink this." Robert handed him a glass of water. 

"It tastes like..medicine.” Jimmy looked at Robert with furrowed eyebrows. 
"Yeah, it's aspirin Feel any better?" 


"Yeah." Jimmy sighed, "What happened last night? | can only remember us going into that pub, Bonzo called us, 
we were drinking beer. And then?" 


"Christ, you two were a mess!" Robert raised his eyebrows, "I had to carry both of you to the backseat, then 
| had to carry Bonzo to his door. Thank God, Pat was there to take him to bed. Or else I'd have had to do it 
myself. Pagey, he's fucking heavy! Well, you're a lot lighter, so | just laid you down" 


"Awww, that's sad!" Jimmy teased the blonde. 


Robert abruptly straddled Jimmy, "You call that sad? All the folks there rolled their eyeballs at us when they 
saw me trying to lift a bear. And when | came back to take you, | scooped you up. And the whole place was 
clapping and whistling like shit. | even heard some bloke screaming ‘Romeo Juliet!. Believe me, | just wanted to 
blow that shit-hole up! Now do you wanna call that sad?" 


Jimmy looked at Robert with surprise for a few seconds, before laughing out loud hysterically. Robert was 
confused, he couldn't understand how could someone react this way if he knew his lover had gone through 


some embarrassing situation 


"What, are you enjoying to see me pissed off?" 


"Sorry, | can't help it," Jimmy tried to stifle a giggle, "But that was bloody hilarious!" He resorted to his 
previous state, leaving Robert unhappy. He quietly left the room, leaving Jimmy in his fit of laughter. 


"Robert, come back!" Jimmy struggled to hold back, "Its OK, | won't laugh anymore!" 

Hearing no answer, he got off the bed and found Robert in the balcony. He stood there in only a plain shirt, 
barefooted, gazing into the view, golden hair flowing past his shoulders. Jimmy stopped to admire the looks of 
his lover. He could always look beautiful, no matter how simply or lavishly he dressed, he was always gorgeous. 
Jimmy stepped into the balcony; he realized that he, too, was barefooted and without any warm clothes. A cool 
breeze whooshed past his ears, making him shiver. He slowly wrapped his arms around Robert's waist, and 
buried his face into the blonde curls, relishing the warmth. 

"Sorry, love." He cooed, 

‘Its fine. | can put up with this shit for you." Robert tried to sound modest. 

"No, | don't want you to." Jimmy kissed his hair. 

"Really, | don't mind." 

"Where's my coat? And shoes?" Jimmy shivered again. 

"In the living room. | took them off before laying you down" 


"Let's go inside. It's cold here." Jimmy stroked Robert's sides. 


Robert turned around with a tender smile. As soon as they were inside, the brunette rested his head on the 
blonde's collarbone. One of his hands reached up to stroke Robert's hair. 


‘lm sorry, Perce. | didn't understand." 


"Baby!" Robert threw his arms around Jimmy, "Will you stop being such a drama queen and accept the fact 
that | forgive you?" 


"Oh, and standing alone in the balcony wasn't a drama at all, right?" Jimmy rolled his eyes. 


Robert kissed the guitarist, "I can't be mad at my dear Pagey, you know that," he giggled, "And you're right, it 


was sort of funny." 
"So, are we even?" Jimmy grinned. 


"Of course, we are!" Robert pulled his lover for another kiss. 


"Aren't you hungry, love? I've already eaten, though." 

"No, | don't feel like eating anything." Jimmy pulled himself away from Robert's arms. 

The latest thing he said made Jimmy frown. Even though he wasn't hungry, he was craving something. It 
wasn't food, but something else. He went to fetch his clothes from the living room. As he picked up his coat 
from the couch, something fell from its pockets. He saw some syringes, and Jimmy began to recall some very 
vague memories from the previous night. Some kind of substance was injected in his veins, and he felt 


wonderful. He thought harder, and a voice emerged in his head, saying "horse". 


"Horse?" He frowned, rotating a syringe in his hand. In a few seconds, he gasped in shock. He threw the syringe 
on the floor, because he realized he was drugged with heroin the previous night. 


"Jimmy!" He heard Robert faintly calling his name from a distance. He quickly put the needles back to where 
they were, and hung his coat on the coat hanger. 


"Hey, there you arel" Jimmy turned around, wide-eyed, to meet Robert. 

"Heyl" Jimmy's voice shook a little. 

"Wow, you look like you've seen a ghost" Robert remarked. 

Jimmy smiled nervously. 

"Is anything wrong?" 

"No," Jimmy gulped, "Could you bring me a glass of water? I'm really thirsty.’ 

"OK" Robert left the living room. Jimmy silently let out a sigh. He sat on the couch, trying to organize his 
thoughts. He realized that the craving feeling had come from the drugs. How would he tell Robert? Maybe not 
right then. Jimmy wanted to hide that stuff somewhere safe, before owning up enough courage to tell him 
about it. The best place to hide it was the room where Jimmy stored all of his guitars, which he called his 
"own palace". Robert usually didn't go there, not without Jimmy. 

"Honey, here's your water." Jimmy lifted his eyes. 

"Thanks." 


"How's your headache?" Robert twirled one of Jimmy's curls around his fingers. 


"Much better, love" 


Robert smiled, his heart melted at the endearment. 
"Hey, I'm gonna go down to my palace for a while, OK?" 
"Why do you call that a palace, anyway? Its my house you live in, don't forget that.” Robert giggled, "Yeah, be 


down there as long as you want." He pecked his lover on the lips. 
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Jimmy sat on the floor, with a needle in his hand. He didn't want to take the risk, but felt too weak to fight 
the desire. He could throw it away, without telling Robert. His lover would surely worry if he got to know what 
happened. Unfortunately, it was easier said than done. The craving was stronger than ever. His fingers started 
trembling around the needle. Maybe just a little wouldn't hurt. What if it did? His heart throbbed vigorously, 


perspiration beads formed on his face, in spite of the cool weather. 

"Fuck it" He mumbled. He finally decided to shoot in. He was weak, too weak to resist it. The chemical flowed in 
his blood, sending strange, but wonderful sensations to every nerve. He shut his eyes in utter bliss. It was 
strong, stronger than an orgasm. 

EK 

An hour later, when the drug was still functioning, Jimmy came out of his "palace" and collapsed on his bed, 
the one he shared with Robert. The guitarist was amazed at how such a small dose could do magnificent 


things to him. He couldn't fathom why he had not tried it earlier. 


Hearing the thump, Robert entered their bedroom. Jimmy was sprawled on the bed, dark curls drawing 


patterns over his face. 
‘| wonder what's wrong with him." He said to himself. 


There was no response, except Jimmy's light snoring. He was lost in those strange dreams, once again. 


The Ugly Truth 


In the following weeks, Led Zeppelin was back on the road, playing gigs. Robert was happy to tour with Jimmy 
again, he looked forward to share some lovely moments with the guitarist. However, he noticed some changes 


in Jimmy's playing, and in the man himself. He played sloppily, and was off-key many times. 


Even though they shared the same hotel rooms, Jimmy was always sleeping, or wandering off to somewhere 
else. Robert had also noticed that Jimmy was losing his appetite, and he smoked and drank more often than 
usual. Robert smoked cigarettes and drank, too, but he knew when to pull the rein. Their hotel room would 


always smell of smoke. Jimmy also grew skinnier. 


When they returned home from touring, Robert noticed some even alarming changes in the man he loved so 
deeply. Jimmy had turned somewhat robotic; his eyes would not shine anymore at the sight of Robert. They 
still would exchange "I love you's, but Jimmy's voice held no affection anymore, it became cold. Jimmy's lips 


gradually began to lose its color, and the pair of lips grew unwilling to meet Robert's as days past by. 


He was cocooned in his own world, where only he could enter. He started to spend most of his days in his so- 
called "palace". Jimmy grew paler and thinner with each passing day. He was not the Jimmy that Robert fell in 
love with, he turned into some stranger. It made Robert cry silently. He could only imagine the worst, but 
chose not to, for it inflicted him more pain. Two bodies lived under the same roof, but the souls were in 


different worlds apart. 


Finally, the day came when the harsh truth revealed in front of Robert's eyes. The door of the room where 
Jimmy kept his guitars was ajar, which was a rarity. Robert slowly pushed it wide open, revealing a painful 
sight. Jimmy was lying on the cold, wooden floor, surrounded by needles, bandages, empty bottles of Jack 
Dariels, cigarettes, lighters and some of his "stuff". A foul odour filled the air, but the sight of Jimmy was 
enough to drive Robert in tears. He slowly curled up in one corner, trying to absorb the shock, but only broken 


sobs came out from his lips. 


He was not the Jimmy who won Robert's heart. He was not the Jimmy who touched him in ways he deemed to 
be impossible. He was not the Jimmy whose eyes spoke of love. He was not the Jimmy whose name he would 
moan in those sensual nights. He was not the Jimmy who would console him, who would hold him close 
whenever he was melancholic. He was not the Jimmy whom he loved endlessly. That Jimmy was dead. What 


remained was a cold-hearted being, who looked just like him. 

Robert managed to regain his composure. He looked at the figure lying on the floor with blank eyes as 
moments passed by. With a heavy heart, he carried Jimmy to his bed. He tried to bring his troubled lover 
back to consciousness, and after a short while, his efforts saw success. 


"Where the fuck am |?" 


"Babe?" Robert whimpered. 


Jimmy flew his eyes open. When he felt Robert's red, puffy, crestfallen eyes on him, he jerked himself up. 


"Why are you here? Where's my-" He stopped speaking. His eyes grew wide in fear, he was terrified. He curled 


himself away from the blonde, as if Robert were some kind of monster. 


"IFs OK, love. | won't scold you. | just want to talk to you." Robert said softly, holding his hand out. But Jimmy 


ran away, back to his newly-found shelter. He now made sure that the door was securely locked. 

Robert sat on the floor, leaning his back against the wall. He let out a deep sigh. A salty tear spilled from his 
eye, in the form of pity. Yes, he felt pity for Jimmy. The look of helplessness in his eyes after he regained his 
consciousness was nerve-wrecking for Robert. He was in dire need of help, and Robert was ready to sacrifice 
every drop of his blood for the sake of his lover. 

On the other hand, Jimmy was the one Robert lived for. He might have found refuge in drugs, but Jimmy 
needed someone who would always be there for him. He might not realize it in his broken state, but now he 


needed his lover to stand by him, more than ever. 


Robert gently knocked on the door. At other times, he could hear Jimmy playing beautiful tunes, but now 


there was only silence. He knocked again, still nothing. 

"Darling, can you please come out?" 

"Go away." A feeble, but somewhat audible voice was heard. 

"Sweetheart, its OK. | won't do anything to you, | promise." 

"No. Go away. Leave me alone." Jimmy spoke louder. 

‘Jimmy, | want to help you." Robert felt a lump gather in his throat, "We can fix this." 
"| don't want to fix anything.” 

"But can you just come out, for a second?" Robert sniffed, "Please, for me?" 


There was that dreadful silence again. After a time that seemed like hours, Jimmy opened the door. His eyes 


were on the floor. The feeling of guilt wrapped around his neck. 
"What do you want?" He asked coldly. 
"I want to talk to you for a while." 


"Then just say it and leave." 


‘| love you, Jimmy.” Robert took Jimmy's hand in his, "Please, let me help you. | know you need help." He kissed 


the guitarists hand 
"Is that it, then?" Jimmy's gaze was still locked on the floor. 

"Well, its done for now. But if you want to talk about this later, Im all ears’ 
"Okay, now leave 


Robert unwillingly let go of his hand, and watched his lover slam the door in his face. He blinked the tears back. 
Meanwhile, Jimmy laid his eyes on the various objects that pulled him down into the deep, dark hole of 
addiction. He shuddered in fear, tears brimmed his eyelids. The drug hadn't worn off enough for him to think 
rationally, but he felt pain, the pain he saw in Robert's eyes. To kill the pain, he picked up a needle. In a few 
moments, he was back to his own world of weird visions. However, his visions were sometimes being 


interrupted by Robert's sad, crying face. He just ignored it, enjoying the thrill ride. 


Pain, pain and pain 
"Pagey, please stop doing this. It's for your own good." 


These were the words Jimmy had to hear everyday, ever since Robert found out about his drug addiction 


Their relationship had gone very sour, and Robert was desperate to save Jimmy, his dear Pagey. 

On the other hand, Jimmy had further isolated himself from the blonde. He barely talked at all, instead just 
listened to Robert "whine" about quitting the drugs. Fury burned inside him, but he tried his best to hold it in, 
although he knew it wouldn't be long before he exploded. Hardly a week later, the troubled guitarist had his 
outburst. 

Robert walked in on Jimmy, for the umpteenth time since that incident, about to shoot in. He snatched the 
needle away immediately, and threw it out of the window. It was something he never did. He looked back at 
Jimmy with teary eyes. 

"Hey, what the fuck was that for?" Jimmy snarled. It was completely unexpected. 


"Why are you killing yourself?" Robert maintained his composure, even though tears were rolling down his 
cheeks and Jimmy just snarled at him. 


"What's it got to do with you? Its my bloody lifel 

"| don't want to see you die, Jimmy. Not like this." A sob escaped from Roberts lips. 
"Im not fucking dying. It makes me feel more alive. 

"But it's killing you, babe!" 

"Don't you dare fucking call me that!" Jimmy growled 

Robert stood silent, letting the words pierce his heart 

"Im just trying to save you" 

"Stop trying ther!" Jimmy was at the top of his lungs. 

"Honey, we can fix this. Let me help you, please" 

"| dont need any bloody help!" 


Silence ruled for a moment, before Jimmy began to speak again. 


"You know what, I'm tired of you lecturing me. You're not my bloody mum, understand? I'm big enough and | 
don't need any of your stupid help. You make me fucking sick, Robert. | thought you truly understood me, but 
you've turned out to be nothing but a fucking pain in the arse! If | never met such a nosy prat with a pretty 
fucking face, | could live my life in any bloody way | wanted!" 

Robert went speechless, he couldn't believe Jimmy would say such things to him. The same Jimmy who cried 
in his arms before he moved into this house, because he was afraid he would hurt Robert someday. The 
broken-hearted singer could do nothing but weep. 

"No, you can't fool me with all that drama, not anymore. I'm not changing myself for you." 

| wanted to change you for yourself" Robert still kept weeping. 

Jimmy shook his head in annoyance, letting out an exasperated sigh. 

"That's it. I'm done with you. It's over." He kneeled down to pick up his stock and headed towards the door. 
“Jimmy, don't!" 

"Shut up!" 

"| love you!" 

Jimmy turned around, his eyes looked like balls of fire. 

"You really think those sweet nothings will bring me back?" 

"But at least tell me where you're going!" 

"None of your bloody business! And don't you dare come running after me!" He started walking again. 

"Jimmy, please! Just listen to me!" 

Jimmy turned around again, "Are you fucking deaf? | said its bloody over!" 

Robert grabbed him by his shoulder, trying to talk some sense into him. Jimmy smacked the blonde across his 
face and hurled him onto the floor, using all his force. He leant towards Robert's face, nails digging into the 
other's cheeks. His eyes were filled with disgust. 

"Listen to me, motherfucker. | don't want to see your shitty face again for the rest of my life! You're a 


fucking piss pot, and will be for the rest of your life. Go fuck yourself, do you get me? | hate youl" He spat on 
Robert's face. 


Saying the unbelievable words to the one he used to love so deeply, Jimmy got up on his feet and slammed the 
door behind him. He felt his inner organs burn with hatred. However, he felt a great burden off of his 
shoulders, he was free. 

Robert lied still on the floor, looking up at the ceiling. He wanted to believe it was just a nightmare, none of it 


was real; but the pain in his face and stomach, the sticky saliva across his face was real. 
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"Baby, who did this to you?" 

"| dunno. But that chap looked just like you. At first | thought it was you." 
"Awww, poor Percy." Jimmy wiped the saliva away with a tissue. 

"He said very rude things to me." 

"OK, I'll find him and beat him up." 


"He said | was a pain in the arse. | never did anything to him to say stuff like that. He was a poor junkie, 
y'know, | was trying to help him." 


"I know." Jimmy kissed his red cheeks. 
"He looked just like you, y'know. | thought it was you." 
"Sweetheart," Jimmy held Robert close, "I'll never hurt you. Not even if I'm completely insane. | love you very 


much." 
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Robert opened his eyes. No, it was just a dream. Jimmy wasn't holding him close. He was still lying on the floor. 
Tears stung his bruised cheeks as they rolled towards his jawline. 

"Come back." He whispered, though no one could hear him. 


"Please," he sobbed, "I forgive you. Come back, Jimmy. Come back!" 


Robert curled himself in an embryonic shape, bawling his eyes out. His physical pain was nothing compared to 
the pain of his heart. He still waited for Jimmy, because he loved the brunette, no matter what. 


Remorse 


Author's Notes: 
Something's going to happen here. | request you people to brace yourselves. Enjoy! 


It was just another dark, gloomy afternoon. The sky was grey, sometimes a bolt of lightning cracked it, 
informing about the heavy showers which were about to come. Jimmy gazed into the clouds, a cigarette 
dangling from his lips. He saw the smoke rise in front his eyes, dancing around aimlessly, then vanish into the 
air. All of a sudden, he felt raindrops falling on his head. He stubbed the cigarette in an ashtray nearby, 


stepped back, and sat on a chair. 


He looked at the raindrops pattering on the railing. It reminded him of Robert, someone he wanted to forget, 
but whose face kept showing up in his mind when he was sober. Robert loved rain; he would drag Jimmy out 
into the open whenever the sky poured out . Jimmy would always shy away from drenching in the raindrops, 
due to the fear of catching cold; but Robert would never listen to him. 


At other times, the guitarist would frown and shrug off his thoughts whenever he remembered Robert. This 
time, however, he let himself to replay the moments in his head. Ever since he walked out of Robert's house, 
Jimmy had been residing in his old mansion. He made drugs, alcohol and cigarettes his only companions. He was 
living his life the way he wanted to, but at the same time, he felt lonely, not to mention depressed. He sighed 
deeply almost every day. Whenever he was sober, which wasn't often, he longed for someone to talk to, and 
every time the first name which popped in his head was Robert. It was obvious he missed him, but he did not 
want to go back to him, because Robert would start "nagging" at him for quitting the drugs he became so 


dependent on. 


Robert did call him many times, but he rarely answered. Whenever he did, he instantly put the receiver down 
upon hearing the blonde's voice. Robert had also tried to pay him a visit, because the singer knew Jimmy had 
no other place to stay. He was not welcome, however. Jimmy almost punched him in the face and screamed at 
the top of his lungs, so Robert decided to stay out of his reach, as long as Jimmy would seemingly forget 
about it. 


By the time it stopped raining, it was already dark. Something was wrong with Jimmy today. He could not erase 
Robert from his mind at all. All the long-forgotten memories kept coming back. He tried to forget those by 
drinking two bottles of Jack Daniels, but in vain. Why did he miss Robert so much? He did not intend to go back 
to him, nor was he guilty of treating harshly towards the blonde. That imbecile totally deserved it. Then why 
was he haunting him with those flashbacks? 


Jimmy tried to sleep, but impatiently shifted sides instead. He recalled all those erotic adventures on bed, 
those sweet conversations before drifting off to sleep in each other's arms. Jimmy scowled in frustration. He 


took a few sleeping pills to help him sleep. Soon, he was fast asleep. 
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There was a raging storm outside. The small window was wide open, a strong gush of wind made the curtains 
fly . The room was wrecked by some unknown person. The wooden furnitures were broken, a glass was 
shattered into pieces, clothes spilled out from the closet, bed sheets were crumpled. A still figure laid on the 
floor, his head was tilted to his right. Stray locks of blonde hair straggled over his face. He looked like a 
sleeping angel. There was a red, fresh wound on his chest; blood was gushing out of it. It seemed that the poor 


soul was dead. Nobody could tell. 


All of this was being watched by a thin, pale brunette, who was wearing nothing but a white underwear. He 
realized he had something cold and hard in his left hand. He looked at it to see a knife. Red blood dripped from 
it, leaving stains on the carpeted floor. Maybe he killed that blonde man. He didn't seem to care, becouse he 
nonchalantly dropped the knife and picked up a needle that was lying near his feet. He felt excited as he drew 
the syringe close to his elbow. 
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Jimmy sat up, breathing heavily. He was drenched in cold sweat. He felt relieved after realizing that it was only 
a nightmare. As soon as he collected himself, he shivered again. It wasn't a chilly night, but the nightmare was 

cold, horrific, dreadful. He saw his lover being killed by none other than himself, and he took heroin right after 

the cold-blooded murder. Jimmy came to realize he was only in his white underwear, just like in the terrible 


nightmare. 


His heart froze as he thought about all of it, from the time he began taking drugs to the time he woke up a 
short while ago; and the things that happened in between: Robert's tears, his own meamess, ignorance, 
isolation. He burst into tears like a helpless child. It was his fault. He pushed himself away from a man who 
promised to love him till death. Robert would never forgive him for the pain he caused, Jimmy was sure. How 
could he be so heartless? 


For the first time in his life, Jimmy felt disgusted by his own existence. He felt unworthy of living. If he 
continued to live, he would cause more pain to Robert. He was in pain, too. He wanted to rid himself of his 


misery. 


He turned his head to look at the bedside table. There was a small container. He opened it and saw more or 


less thirty pills inside. 


"That should work." He mumbled to himself. 


He took the container and a bottle of water with him and went to the living room. He grabbed a notepad and a 


pen from a table. He began writing with a shaky hand, tears running down his cheeks. 


"Dearest Robert, 

I'm so, so sorry. But | don't want to hurt you anymore. I'm afraid I'll hurt you even more if | continue to live. 
I've hurt you in such cruel ways for which | can never forgive myself. | never meant to hurt you. The drugs 
inside my system dominated me, because l'm weak. You're so much stronger than me, that's why | respect 
you a lot. I've called you really sick names, but | never meant to. l'm weak, Robert, so fucking weak. | spat on 
your face, hit you, slapped you really hard, because I'm weak. Thats why I'm putting myself out of this 
misery. | don't want to live as a miserable, heartless creature anymore. | just saw a nightmare where | 
murdered you, then injected the poison called heroin in my veins right after then. You were right, the drugs 
are really killing me. | don't expect you to forgive me, for the pain I've given you. But | just want you to know 
that I'm sorry, and | still love you. I've always loved you, even though | treated you like shit. | want to put 
myself out of this misery, because | don't deserve to live. | take back every single mean thing I've ever said to 
you. Thank you for loving me in the way you did, unconditionally. Thank you for holding me in your arms when | 
felt depressed. Thank you for kissing me in the sweetest way possible. Thank you for everything you did for 
me. Thank you for making me incredibly happy in everything you did. l'm so sorry, darling. | love you. | LOVE 
YOU. Goodbye, my sweetest love. Jimmy." 


Jimmy covered his face with his hands as he sobbed constantly. These were probably the last moments of his 
life, a life ending in bitterness. A life that was supposed to be spent in the love showered by another life, 
Robert's. He pictured Robert once again in his head, that beautiful smile. 


Jimmy slowly emptied the container into his right palm. He looked at those tiny, white pills that had the 
capability of killing a full grown person. A bead of tear rolled from his eyes. He started seeing flashbacks of his 
whole life: his childhood, his first guitar, his first band, his friends, Led Zeppelin, falling in love with Robert. He 
stuffed his mouth with the pills, and swallowed them with a bottle of water. He closed his eyes, waiting. 
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Robert flipped through the pages, long-lost memories surrounding him. It was the notebook he had given to 
Jimmy. A weak smile spread across his face as he recalled Jimmy's reaction to the first time he saw it. He 
wondered if Jimmy still remembered him, the wonderful times they both shared. He wondered if Jimmy missed 


him. If he did, would he cry? 


After Jimmy left, Robert's life became dull and sad. There was never a day he didn’t shed a tear, 
remembering his lost lover. Jimmy's guitars were still stored in his house, he dusted them regularly. He stil 
hoped Jimmy would return someday, but that day seemed to be far away. His closest friends, both Jonesy and 
Bonzo advised him to forget about the brunette and move on, but it was too difficult. Robert convinced 
himself that Jimmy still loved him, he was just lost and needed a little help. 


Tears formed in his eyes as Robert thought about Jimmy's current situation. He looked at the clock, it was 
close to midnight. It had been a long time since he last saw Jimmy's face, an encounter he did not want to 
remember. He made up his mind to visit his only true love, even if it was quite late. He took the notebook with 


him and set off to Jimmy's gloomy mansion 


Robert knocked on the door, loud enough for the inhabitant to hear. There was no answer. After a while, he 
knocked for a second time. There was still no answer, perhaps Jimmy was asleep. Most of the lights were put 
out. Robert turned on his heel, exhaling a deep sigh. He decided to try again the next day and headed towards 
his car. Stopping midway, he furrowed his eyebrows. He turned around to see all of the windows wide open. Did 


Jimmy leave this house as well? 


Robert climbed into the house using one of the open windows, calling out his lover's name. There was nothing, 


except the echoes of his own voice. His blood ran cold when he entered the living room, which was lighted. 


Jimmy lied still on the floor with his limbs spread. He was wearing nothing except an underwear. He looked as if 
there was no meat in his body, his bones were covered only by his pale skin. He had an empty container in one 
hand. There was a table next to him, where there was an open notepad. It seemed that something was written 


on it. 


Robert's world went dark. 


Jimmy's Last Stand 


Author's Notes: 
In case you haven't noticed, the chapter title is derived from "Achilles Last Stand". Hehe! It's one of my 


favorite Zep songs, mainly because of the drums and guitar. Enjoy, y'all! 


"Wake up." 
"What?" 
"Wake up!" 


The eyelids opened themselves, but squeezed shut immediately. A blinding light coming from somewhere forced 
them to do so. Jimmy wondered what sort of dream that was. He expected to find himself curled under warm 
blankets, but he was extremely stiff. He felt the sudden urge to inhale oxygen, as a result he gasped. He heard 
many people mumble around him anxiously, along with a beeping sound nearby. Suddenly, he felt a kind of mask 
held to his mouth, which made breathing easier. He figured out it was a hospital. 


"Okay. My name is James Patrick Page, friends call me Jimmy. | was born on Ith January 1944, in Middlesex. 
Oh, and l'm English." Jimmy thought to himself, making sure he at least remembered his name. He was too 


weak to move, no wonder he ended up in a hospital here. He wondered what happened that sent him here. 


"Mr. Page?" An unknown voice made Jimmy look up. It was a bespectacled man in a white apron, Jimmy 


assumed the man was his doctor. All the other mumbling people were gone. 
"Your friends are here to see you. Should | send them in?" 


Now he was confused. Did he have any friends? Maybe, but he was too tired to remember any names. He felt 


relieved that someone came to see him. The doctor pulled his mask away. He could now breathe normally. 

"Mr. Page?" 

"Okay." He faintly whispered, trying to nod his head affirmatively. He was glad to know that he could still speak. 
Jimmy heard the doctor close the door, leaving him alone. He looked around with tired eyes at the various 
machines which surrounded him. One of them was constantly beeping away, maybe that was for measuring 
pulse. There were tubes tied to his arm with some bandage. He wondered if something crucial had happened to 


him. 


Jimmy suddenly heard the door open. A man with shoulder-length light-brown hair entered, followed by 


another man with a mustache. He also had shoulder-length hair, but his one was dark brown, tummy hung 


from his belt. They seemed too familiar to Jimmy, he struggled to remember their names. 
"Jimmy, remember me? I'm John" The light-brown haired man spoke. 


Jimmy instantly remembered his name, he was none other than Jonesy. He still struggled to recall the other 


man's name. 

"My name's John, too. But you know me as Bonzo." The fat man spoke. 

Jimmy tried to put on a smile. He was delighted that Jonesy and Bonzo came to meet him. He saw Bonzo 
whisper something into Jonesy's ear, earning a nod from the latter. The drummer threw him a reassuring 
smile, before leaving the room. Jonesy stood next to his bed, resting a hand on his shoulder. 

"How do you feel?" 

"Weak" Jimmy's lips shaped the word. 

"I understand," Jonesy nodded, "But you'll get better soon, don't worry.” 


"Why am | here?" Jimmy asked in a feeble voice. 


"Bonzo's gone to bring someone. He might know what happened." Jonesy lied partially. He knew what happened, 
but didn't want to be the one to break the news to him. 


‘Is it something serious?" 
"No, you'll get better." Jonesy smiled. 


Jimmy closed his eyes, he needed some rest. Jonesy remained fixed in his position, waiting patiently for Bonzo. 
He knew that his friend was right outside, convincing someone else to meet Jimmy. That certain person had 
cried his heart out for him, yet he was nervous to face Jimmy in his consciousness, after an awful incident 


not too long ago. 


Suddenly the door squeaked open, making Jimmy open his eyes again. Bonzo came in, followed by a tall, 
handsome man with long, blonde, curly hair. Jimmy didn't need any introduction He was filled at once with 
different mixed emotions, mostly guilt. It was Robert, the man who loved him, and yet Jimmy had the nerve to 
break his heart. He could now understand how he was admitted to this hospital, he was supposed to die. He 
remembered the pills, the note, everything. 


Tears poured out of Jimmy's eyes as soon as he saw Roberts face. It was also getting difficult for him to 
breathe. The beeping sound got louder, his vision blurred. He was about to faint, when the doctor rushed in 
with many other people and fastened his mouth with an oxygen mask. He felt some kind of object pressed to 


his chest, sending electric current to every nerve. The action was repeated, then the beeping sound was back 


to normal. Everyone left except the doctor. 
"How do you feel now?" 
"Better" Jimmy whispered. 


"You're very lucky to be alive. Someone up there must really like you." The doctor reassuringly patted on 


Jimmy's shoulder. He pulled the mask off. 

"You must rest now. Try not to think of anything that stresses you." 
"Could you send Robert to me, please?" Tears formed in Jimmy's eyes. 
| don't really think you should see any of your friends right now. It put a lot of pressure on your nerves." 
"Please?" Jimmy whimpered, "I really need to talk to him." 

The doctor sighed, "Are you sure you'll be able to deal with it?" 

Jimmy nodded, 

"Is he the blonde, curly-haired one?" 

Jimmy nodded again 

"Okay, I'll call him. Don't worry." 

"Thank you, doctor." 

"Doctor, how is he?" Robert ran to the doctor as soon as he came out. 


"He wants to see you. He seemed quite desperate. We managed to make him breathe normally, but he's still 


very sensitive. Don't make him stressed, he can't handle any more pressure." 
"Does he want to see all of us?" Robert was confused. 

"No, only you." 

"Perce, you need to go." Bonzo whispered in Robert's ear. 


Jimmy saw the door open once again, and his heart leaped to his throat at the sight of Robert. He didn't feel 


as restless as before, although those mixed emotions filled him again, mostly love, longing and guilt. His eyes 


teared up as Robert gave him a beautiful smile. He missed it so much. 

Robert sat on the bed next to his lover, caressing his face. Small beads of tear rolled down Jimmy's cheeks. 
"lm so sorry 

"Don't be, love." Robert lovingly wiped the tears away, still unable to make them stop. 

"| missed you." Jimmy let out a broken sob. 

‘Its OK, sweetheart. I'm here now." Robert cupped his face and pressed his own lips softly to Jimmy's. All their 
pain and suffering were washed away, the brunette felt life coming back to him. Robert finally broke the kiss a 
while later. He looked into Jimmy's eyes, smiling. 

"Does it feel better?" 

| don't know how | could live for so many days without it" Jimmy started weeping again 

"Don't cry, baby." Robert wiped his tears away. 

I'm so sorry," Jimmy sobbed, “For everything I've done to you." 

‘It's okay, love. | forgive you." 

"No, you shouldn't. | saw a nightmare where-" 

| know. | read it. We can talk about this later, okay? You need to rest" 

"You did?" 

Robert nodded. 

"Honey, there's nothing that can make me hate you." Robert kissed the brunette's forehead. 

‘I'm so sorry, Robert" Jimmy tried to lift his hand to touch his lover's face. Robert kept his hand in its place. 
"Babe, the doctor said you need to rest. He told you not to move much." 

"But | want to hold you." 


"You don't have to. I'll hold you." Robert smiled. 


"Stay with me." Jimmy intertwined his fingers with Robert's. 


"| will. Forever." 


Jimmy smiled contended, and closed his eyes. His heart fluttered when he felt Robert kissing his forehead; it 


gave him a chance to take in the smell of the blonde's skin, the smell he missed deeply. 


Alive, at last 


Jimmy's condition improved as days passed by. It was the day he was to be released from the hospital. 


However, he still had some questions unanswered and things unsaid. It was the time to let it all out. 

On a Friday morning, Jimmy was comfortably leaning against a pillow on his hospital bed, surrounded by his two 
closest friends and his lover. Bonzo cracked lame jokes to lighten up the atmosphere, everybody was having a 
great time. Jimmy was, however, concerned about something else. Something confidential between him and 
Robert. 

"Robert?" 

"Yes, Jimmy?" 

Jimmy beckoned him to lend his ear. 

"Can you send them out?" Jimmy whispered. 


"Sure, love." 


Robert did as his lover asked He told both Jonesy and Bonzo to wait outside. As soon as they were gone, he 
sat on the bed, in front of Jimmy. 


"What's wrong, baby?" Robert stroked the back of Jimmy's hand. 

"For how long was | out?" 

"Three days." 

"You," Jimmy swallowed his tears, "cried, right?" 

Robert lowered his gaze. 

"Who found me?" 

"I did" Robert looked up, his voice barely audible. Jimmy's heart shattered at the words. 


"How?" Jimmy's voice was breaking up. He couldn't believe Robert had to go through so much pain, just for 


him. 


Robert cleared his throat, "It was close to midnight, and | couldn't stop thinking about you. | wanted to see you 


so bad. So | came over to your place and knocked the door twice, but nobody answered. | thought you were 


asleep. Then | noticed that all the windows were open, so late at night. And the house looked deserted. | climbed 
in through one of the windows, and," he gulped, "I found you." 


The room went silent. Jimmy slowly rested a hand on Robert's cheek, feeling the smoothness. It reminded him 


of the day he left the blonde, treating him rudely. 

"Does it still hurt?" 

"No. Why?" 

"Remember that day when I," Jimmy broke down, covering his face, "Oh God!" 

Jimmy at once found himself in the strong, loving, protective arms of Robert. He shuddered as if he were 
experiencing a spasm, sobbing into his lover's chest like a child crying to his mother. Robert held him tightly, 


whispering sweet nothings. It was emotionally painful for him to see Jimmy cry. 


"'m-l'm s-so sorry! F-for s-spitting and c-calling you n-names a-and b-beating you up!" Jimmy choked 


between sobs. 

"Shhh, forget it. It never happened" Robert rubbed his back soothingly 

"| n-never meant t-to do it. | n-never wanted to~" 

"| know, baby. | know" 

"| love you! P-please take me back!" 

"Oh, Pagey! | love you, too! Robert kissed Jimmy's forehead, His eyes were getting glassy. 


That was all Jimmy needed. He continued to sob, and Robert held him tightly as long as he cried. A while later, 


Jimmy looked up, tears still streaming down his face, but calmer than before. 
"Do | have to go to rehab?" His eyes were filled with fear. 
If you want to get rid of it. But it's your choice." 


| don't want to go to rehab, Robert. But I'll do better, | promise. I'll never touch those things again. !-I'll even 


give up smoking if | have to, even drinking. Babe, | never want to hurt you again" 
‘Oh, sweetheart," Robert pecked his lips, "| know you can do it” 


"But I'm weak. What if | can't?" Jimmy said sadly, lowering his gaze. 


"No, Jimmy. You're very, very strong. And you don't have to be afraid, I'm here now." 
"Save me." Jimmy hid his face in Robert's chest, "Please. | don't want to lose myself again." 


"Everything will be alright, baby. Just like old times. After a while you'll forget about it, like it never happened” 


Robert's tightened his arms around Jimmy. 
"Forgive me." Jimmy sniffed, "Everything you did to make me quit was right” 


‘Of course | forgive you, love. In fact, | forgave you right after you left. | know my Pagey would never hurt 


me. The drugs were just turning you into a stranger, nothing else." 

"Robert, | love you so, so much." Jimmy nuzzled the blonde's neck. Robert abruptly pulled him closer for a long, 
deep kiss. The brunette melted into the warmth of the other's mouth, leaning back against the pillow, allowing 
the blonde to take the lead. 

This moment of love was not to last long, because there was a knock on the door. Robert quickly broke the 
kiss, making warm tears trickle down Jimmy's face. He wanted the kiss to last forever. Robert had no choice 
but to kiss those lovely, full, pink lips again. 

‘Jimmy, but | have to get the door." Robert insisted upon hearing a second, louder knock. 

"I love your lips, babe." He smirked before rushing to open the door. 


"What?" Robert frowned. 


"Yer gonna make us wait ‘ere for the whole day while you two fuck each other?" Bonzo scowled, folding his 


arms. 
"Let them come inl" Jimmy giggled. 
"Pagey's laughing!" Bonzo pushed Robert from his way and entered the room, with Jonesy following him. 


Later that day, Jimmy finally returned to his humble abode, but not his old mansion. Instead, the house where 
he and Robert lived. 


"My guitars are still here, right?" He joined Robert on the couch. 
"Yeah, | dusted them everyday while you were gone." 


Jimmy lowered his gaze, recalling his fall into the dark world of addiction. He looked up when Robert threw an 


arm over his shoulders. 


"Hey, everything will be fine. You're strong enough not to let that happen again. And I'm here to help you." 
Jimmy nodded, but still couldn't erase those thoughts. 
"Come on, give me a smile. You've really stopped it nowadays." 


Jimmy faked a smile, but realized he was feeling better. He wrapped his arms around Robert's waist, snuggling 


his head into the other's shoulder. 

"| missed this place." 

Robert began nuzzling Jimmy's hair, which made the brunette smile inadvertently. They became silent, because 
there was no need of words to tell how each of them felt. Jimmy at last decided to think aloud, even though it 
was obvious to Robert what he would say. 

"But most of all, | missed you." Jimmy looked up. 

"Same here, love." 

Jimmy positioned himself on Robert's lap to stare into the big, blue eyes he fell in love with. They shined like 
gems, so lovely, so hypnotizing. Jimmy closed his eyes as he felt Robert's fingers push a lock of hair from his 
forehead, then trailing down his face to trace the outline of his lips with the thumb. 

Not being able to resist the temptation, Jimmy leaned in to kiss Robert affectionately, feeling the softness of 
each other's lips, making time stand still. The brunette eventually broke the kiss by hugging Robert, burying his 
face into the mop of blonde curls. He filled his lungs with the sweet smell coming from those luscious locks, 
tugging at them lightly, going into a heavenly trance. 


"| love you, Percy." He whispered drowsily into Robert's ear. 


"| love you too, Pagey." Jimmy chuckled at the mention of his nickname. They both were now at peace. 


Coming Back To Life 
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In the following weeks, Robert spent most of his time consoling and taking care of Jimmy. The brunette was 
still skeptical about himself, whether he would repeat the same mistake in future. 

Getting cleaned from the drugs was excruciating to Jimmy. Following his return from the hospital, he realized 
getting cleaned was probably one of the hardest things to accomplish. In the doldrums of high fevers, 
headaches and nausea, Jimmy sometimes felt he would die. The pain was worse than he presumed. Without 
Robert's help, he was likely to succumb to the agony. 

It didn't mean Robert's attempts of comforting Jimmy were all in vain. He secretly felt proud of himself 
whenever he could put even the tiniest of smiles on Jimmy's face. There were times when Jimmy would feel 
all his pain drain away in his lover's strong embrace. 

It was true that Jimmy was healing, despite the change occurring slowly. The brunette was gaining appetite. His 
sickness subsided, except for mild headaches showing up once in a while. He was still depressed about his own 


wrongdoings in the past, and Robert was desperate to lift his spirits up. 


On a Friday, a brilliant idea came to Robert's mind. He wanted to slap himself for not thinking of it earlier. He 
decided to keep it from Jimmy except giving a hint before going to bed, as it would be a surprise. 


"Jimmy?" Robert ran his fingers through Jimmy's hair. 

"What?" Jimmy opened his exhausted eyes, clouded by sleep. 

"I'm gonna wake you up early, OK?" 

"Why?" 

“Cause we're going somewhere." Robert lowered his voice, smiling radiantly. 
"Where?" Jimmy's eyes lit with curiosity. 

"You'll find out when we get there." 


‘Is it a surprise?" 


"Yeah, babe. But you'll have to get up as soon as | call you, otherwise we won't reach there in time, okay?" 
"OK" Jimmy smiled. 

Robert's heart melted as he saw Jimmy smiling. He gently kissed his lover goodnight: 

"Sleep tight, love." 

Robert closed his eyes, thinking about the person who was cuddled in his arms. He recalled the turbulent, 
grief-stricken nights when he would cry into his pillow, longing for his love, and now that Jimmy was back to 


him, he pledged to protect him from anything that would break his lover. Tears brimmed his eyelids as he 
thought about how immensely he loved Jimmy. 
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"Baby?" Robert cooed, "Baby, wake up." 

After a few gentle tugs, Jimmy opened his sleepy eyes. 

"What?" He furrowed his eyebrows. 

"We're gonna go somewhere, remember?" 

"Oh." Jimmy murmured, closing his eyes again. 

"Come on, Jimmy. Wake up!" 

"Can't we go a bit later?" Jimmy asked in a strained voice. 

"Sorry, but no." 

Jimmy forced himself to sit up, pouting. Robert smirked to himself, his plan was working perfectly. He noticed 
Jimmy sitting drowsily on the bed, about to doze off any moment. He held his lover by the shoulders, 
supporting him to sit straight. 


"You seem pretty worn off, love. Do you wanna sleep more?" 


Jimmy nodded in response, he could barely open his eyes. He was still weak; the doctor had prescribed him to 


take plenty of rest and to eat healthy food, in order to regain his appetite. 


"Okay, then. I'll call you when I'm ready." Robert laid Jimmy on the pillows, pulled the blanket over him and 
gently pressed his lips on his forehead. The corner of Jimmy's lips slightly curved. Robert looked at his lover 
admiringly, the brunette looked peaceful and adorable in his sleep. He unwillingly left the room, remembering to 
pack the car with some belongings. 

Robert had packed both his and Jimmy's suitcases beforehand. He loaded the trunk with those, along with a 
large basket full of food, kettle and other supplies. He chuckled after the work was done, then went back to the 
house to wake Jimmy up. 

"Jimmy, wake up." He was answered with a snore. 

"Jimmy!" 

"Oh, Robert! Sorry, I'm just too sleepy." Jimmy rubbed his eyes, trying to dust off the drowsiness. 

"You can sleep in the car if you want." 

"OK." 

As they both reached for the door, Jimmy shot his head around, looking into the interiors of the house. 

"Can | take an acoustic with me?" He turned to Robert, with a pleading look in his eyes. 


"Sure, why not?" 


"Come with me." He pulled his lover's hand to his "palace", a place where he used to store his drugs, along with 


guitars. Now his "supply" was gone, what remained were those beautiful guitars. 
"Which one should | take?" Jimmy asked Robert. 


"Any one you like.” Robert smiled He was happy to see Jimmy in such a jovial mood. He was sure Jimmy would 


get ecstatic as soon as the secret destination revealed before his eyes. 
"Come on, choose!" 


"Okay, take that one." Robert pointed to a dark oak-colored guitar, with floral patterns curved around the 


sound hole. 
"Oh, she's a beauty. That's one of my favorites." Jimmy lifted the guitar from its place. Robert noticed that 
his arms were slightly trembling due to lack of strength. It tugged at his heartstrings, realizing how weak 


Jimmy was. 


"Let me carry it, love." Robert took the guitar from Jimmy's hands, and placed it in a case. 


Let's go." He put an arm around Jimmy's waist, another arm carrying the case. He looked forward to the 


other half of his plan. 

Jimmy drifted off to sleep soon after they set off. Robert was confused about where to keep his eyes on: on 

the road or on the fallen angel sleeping in the seat next to him. He wanted to do the latter, of course. After a 

few hours’ drive, Robert arrived at the destination. He sighed at the natural beauty of the place. He got out of 
the car and opened the other door for Jimmy, who was still asleep. 

"Jimmy," he whispered, "Open your eyes." 

Jimmy was more than willing to open his eyes. Adrenaline rushed in his nerves at the soft whisper close to his 
ear. He followed Robert's command, and drew a gasp looking at the wooden sign in front of the car. It read 


"Bron-Yr-Aur". 


"Percy, you did not just-" Jimmy couldn't finish the sentence. He was so exhilarated that he didn't know what 


to say. Seeing him so still,Robert became a little concerned. 

"Babe, are you alright?" Robert patted his shoulder, but he remained still. It took a moment to come back to 
his senses. When he did, he abruptly leapt on his lover, squeezing the blonde as tight as he could, laughing 
uncontrollably. 

"Thank you thank you thank you thank you." 

Jimmy pulled back from the hug and in the fraction of a second, shoved his tongue down Robert's throat. 

The blonde gagged into the fervent kiss, tried to pull his mouth away but in vain. Luckily, Jimmy parted his lips 
to look at his lover. Robert smiled at Jimmy, who resumed laughing. He had forgotten the last time he had 
seen Jimmy like this. The old Jimmy was back, beaming with joy. 


"Thank you so much, sweetheart! | love you!" 


Jimmy gave a loud smack on Roberts lips before running to the cottage in glee. Robert carried their suitcases 


with him to the door, and found Jimmy standing there. 


"Where's the key?" Jimmy was panting, he ran out of his breath while running. He watched eagerly as Robert 


retrieved the key from his pocket. The brunette rushed in as soon as the door was open. 
‘Oh my, this brings back memories." 


'It sure does, babe." Robert didn't expect Jimmy to be this happy upon seeing his favorite site. He was 


overwhelmed by his lover's reaction. his plan worked perfectly. 


The rest of the day was spent just like old times: laughing, singing, playing, chatting, exploring. Jimmy could at 
last forget about his past for a while and enjoy the company of his lover and best friend. 


At night, they were lying on the bed beside the hearth. The room glowed in the warm light from the fireplace. 
Jimmy rested his head on the crook of Roberts neck, who had one of his hands buried in Jimmy's black locks. 
They let time slip by, lost in their own happy thoughts. Jimmy traveled back in time, thinking about all the 


wonderful memories they both shared, cracking a smile now and then 


He recalled the last time he spent in this cottage, the last night. It was a night of rapture. Suddenly, Jimmy's 
heart began to throb; he missed those times. It was a chance to create another wonderful memory again. He 
felt his insides tingle as he realized the desired person was lying just next to him, looking up at the ceiling. Did 
Robert feel the same? Every drop of blood from Jimmy's brain rushed to his groin, he couldn't bear it any 


more. 


Out of the blue, Jimmy rolled on top of Robert, straddling him, grinding his crotch against the other's, through 
the fabric. The blonde moaned as the brunette's tongue played with his own. Not leaving Robert's mouth, 
Jimmy proceeded to unbutton his lover's shirt, exposing the taut chest. He assaulted Robert's neck with nips 


and wet kisses, his fingers tweaking Robert's nipples, earning sensual moans from the other. 

‘Oh, Jimmy! Fuck!" 

His lips worked down to leave their mark on the blonde's chest. After a few kisses, however, he stopped. The 
scent coming from the soft skin reminded him of those frenzied nights, and the thing that pushed him away 
from his love: drugs. Without even knowing, hot tears started flowing down his face. 

"Baby? What's wrong?" Robert gathered Jimmy in his arms, shifting to his side. 

Jimmy started sobbing louder, dampening Roberts bare chest. 


"The drugs. They-they ruined my life." 


"Darling, why would you think of those? It's in the past now. Everything will be okay, see?" Robert kissed his 
forehead. 


"I just-l just wanna cry for a while," Jimmy sniffed, "Is it okay with you?" He looked up to Robert with sad 
eyes. 


"Let it all out, babe," Robert kissed his lover's forehead, "Let it all out." 


Jimmy's heart grew lighter as he sobbed in Robert's embrace. It was one of the best days of his life, but he 
didn't quite understand what had caused him to break down in tears so suddenly. Maybe he needed to wash 
that pain away, for the last time; or maybe he missed making love to Robert, or maybe both. 


"And if you feel that you can't go on 
And your wills sinkin low 

Just believe and you can't go wrong 
In the light you will find the road 
You will find the road" 


Jimmy looked up at his lover with his tear-stained face, who was lovingly smiling down at him. He had heard 
nothing as beautiful as the voice that filled his ears just now. He had his eyes closed when Robert was singing, 
mesmerized by the magical lilt. 

"Babe, that was wonderful." Jimmy sighed, " When did you write it?" 

"| didn't. It just popped up in my head right now." 


"I can't explain how | feel. Write it down, or else you'll forget it" 


"Not now, babe. We can do it later." Robert smirked, rolling on top of Jimmy and straddling his hips, "We were 


busy with something, weren't we?" 


Jimmy looked down on Robert's chest poignantly. He couldn't remember the last time they were this intimate. 


Robert noticed it, and lifted his chin up. 

"Hey, it's okay with me if you don't wanna do it. | know, its been a long time." He cooed. 

"No, | missed you. Terribly. | missed times like these." Jimmy looked up, "Perce, | don't want to do anything 
stupid. | don't want you to find me almost dead, or dead in a fucking haunted house and cry buckets. | want to 


live with you.” 


‘Oh, my poor Pagey" Robert planted soft kisses all over Jimmy's face, including lips. He lifted his head to look 
at the brunette again 


"Babe, | need to know if I'm still yours." Jimmy wrapped his legs around Robert's waist, and hands around his 
neck, pressing himself to the blonde's body. He was on the verge of tears. 


‘Of course you're mine, as much as l'm yours.” 


"| missed you," he sobbed, "I missed your love. | love youl" He desperately pressed himself harder, as if he 


wanted his body to be molded with Robert's. 


‘Jimmy, | missed you too." The blonde delved into Jimmy lips, "Ill love you in the best way possible. Don't cry, 
babe. I'll make you happy.’ 


Robert kissed him in a way Jimmy had never known, it was like being swept away in a beautiful storm. He 


arched his back in pleasure, clinging tighter to Robert. It was already too much for him, but he was still fully 
dressed like Robert, except that the blonde's shirt was unbuttoned; and the night was still young. 


In The Light 
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When Jimmy opened his eyes, the sun was already in mid sky. He looked under the sheets to see an arm 
wrapped around his waist and a leg thrown over his legs. He smiled to himself when he realized Robert was 
spooning him. The blonde's face was buried in Jimmy's hair, warm breath tickled the smooth skin of his nape. 
Jimmy inhaled the scent of their skins, still lingering in the air. 


The previous night had bewildered Jimmy in an inexplicable way. He wondered how he could live so long without 
Robert inside of him. They had made love many times before, but never with such intense passion After a 
time that felt like eternity, he wailed his lover's name so loud that it reached the stars, while he was lost in 
another world with Robert; a world of their own. The room was filled with the smell of their skins. When they 
reached their climaxes roughly at the same time, Jimmy thought their bodies and souls were molded into one. 


He never knew he was so loved. 

Jimmy could feel every spot of his skin tingling, wherever Robert marked with his lips, which was incredible. He 
rolled to his other side to look at the flawless beauty sleeping next to him. Robert twitched a little at the 
sudden movement. Jimmy gazed at his face, eyes gleaming in delight, diving his fingers into the other's blonde 
hair. 

Robert felt a gaze upon him, and fluttered his eyes open. Seeing Jimmy, his thin, burgundy lips parted and 
spread across his face, revealing his pearly white teeth. He pulled his lover closer, the smile still plastered on 
his face. 

"Good morning." 

"Good morning." 

"Now, what are you looking at with those puppy eyes, hmm?" 

"You." Jimmy whispered, smiling. 


"You were quite enjoying it last night. | never heard you moan like that before." Robert smirked. 


"Because last night was the best night of my life." 


Robert chuckled, amused by Jimmy's flattery. 

"No, Robert. Seriously." Jimmy's smile faded away, "It really was the best night | ever had." 

| must be a really good lay, then 

"No, not because of that. It's because," Jimmy paused, "You could make me believe that someone loved me 
after all, after what I've done, what I've been through." He clasped one of Robert's hands and pressed it close 
to his heart, "And | feel blessed, Robert. Really blessed” 


"Oh, Pagey." Robert cooed, pecking on Jimmy's lips. 


"Babe, | haven't really thanked you for whatever you did for me. You've done too much for me, love." Jimmy's 


voice was breaking up, "And just a simple thank you isn't enough to repay you. | owe you a lot" 


"Hey, you don't owe me anything. Because you love me more than | ever needed, that's more than enough." 


Robert smiled. Jimmy smiled in return. A few moments passed, lost in the eyes of each other. 
"D'you remember the first time we flew in The Starship?" 
"Yeah." Robert murmured. 


"You got the window seat, with me sitting beside you. You were looking out of the window with big, big eyes. 
And your bloody mouth was so wide that | thought a fly would buzz into it” 


Robert laughed, “Then what? Did a fly get in?" 


"No, but after a while you turned your head to look at me and you said, ‘Pagey, look! We're flying above the 


clouds!" Jimmy mimicked Robert in a high-pitched voice, making his lover giggle. 

"Then?" 

"| did as you said, | stretched my head to see the clouds. But when | looked back at you, | had a strange feeling. 
You were smiling at me, and | thought you looked ‘cute’. And after a while, when we were still in the plane, | 
realized you're fucking beautiful. That's when | fell in love with you." 

"How come you never told this before?" Robert rolled his eyes in surprise. 

"Dunno." Jimmy shrugged his shoulders. 


"Have | told you my story?" 


"Yes, you did. It was love at first sight for you." 


"But | didn’t tell you in details.” 

"Yeah, you're right. | don't know the details." 

"So, remember that bar where you saw me?" 

"Yeah." 

| was about to leave that place when | heard my name. | didn't recognize the voice, so | thought it was some 
other Robert. Then, | was walking home from that place, when | heard that voice again, calling my name. This 
time | turned around, and was about to fall on my knees. It felt really weird, ‘cause no woman made me feel 
that way, and you're a bloke. Wow, you looked stunning, dear.” 


"That's quite a story." Jimmy chuckled. 


A wrinkle appeared on Robert's forehead as he ran his hands over Jimmy's torso. The brunette was so thin 


that he could count his bones. However, Jimmy wasn't as fragile as he was in his drug-addicted days. 

"Babe, you need to eat more. You've got to grow some muscles under that skin” 

"OK. But won't we write that song?" 

"What song?" Robert furrowed his eyebrows. 

"The one you sang to me last night?" 

"Oh, that one. We will, but not now. Let's just stay like this, love" Robert smiled, rubbing Jimmy's back 
comfortingly. Jimmy encircled his arms around Robert's neck, as their naked legs entwined together. The 
brunette closed the gap between them by kissing the blonde tenderly. 

"I love you. | love everything about you. You're my angel, Perce." Jimmy whispered. 

"| love you, too, Pagey. I'm so happy to have you back" Robert whispered as well. 

Jimmy burrowed his face into Roberts neck, one hand massaging his shoulder blade. The blonde pressed soft 
kisses to Jimmy's forehead while embracing him. The brunette began to love Robert more, because he wasn't 
just his lover. Robert was his home, his heart, his soul, his love, his angel, his life, his everything. Robert was 
the one who brought him back to life. The blonde was a beacon of light in his darkness. Jimmy sighed contently 


at the thought, for he was safe in Robert's arms. 


Jimmy at last found his solace: Robert. 


